Google 



This is a digital copy of a book that was preserved for generations on library shelves before it was carefully scanned by Google as part of a project 

to make the world's books discoverable online. 

It has survived long enough for the copyright to expire and the book to enter the public domain. A public domain book is one that was never subject 

to copyright or whose legal copyright term has expired. Whether a book is in the public domain may vary country to country. Public domain books 

are our gateways to the past, representing a wealth of history, culture and knowledge that's often difficult to discover. 

Marks, notations and other maiginalia present in the original volume will appear in this file - a reminder of this book's long journey from the 

publisher to a library and finally to you. 

Usage guidelines 

Google is proud to partner with libraries to digitize public domain materials and make them widely accessible. Public domain books belong to the 
public and we are merely their custodians. Nevertheless, this work is expensive, so in order to keep providing tliis resource, we liave taken steps to 
prevent abuse by commercial parties, including placing technical restrictions on automated querying. 
We also ask that you: 

+ Make non-commercial use of the files We designed Google Book Search for use by individuals, and we request that you use these files for 
personal, non-commercial purposes. 

+ Refrain fivm automated querying Do not send automated queries of any sort to Google's system: If you are conducting research on machine 
translation, optical character recognition or other areas where access to a large amount of text is helpful, please contact us. We encourage the 
use of public domain materials for these purposes and may be able to help. 

+ Maintain attributionTht GoogXt "watermark" you see on each file is essential for in forming people about this project and helping them find 
additional materials through Google Book Search. Please do not remove it. 

+ Keep it legal Whatever your use, remember that you are responsible for ensuring that what you are doing is legal. Do not assume that just 
because we believe a book is in the public domain for users in the United States, that the work is also in the public domain for users in other 
countries. Whether a book is still in copyright varies from country to country, and we can't offer guidance on whether any specific use of 
any specific book is allowed. Please do not assume that a book's appearance in Google Book Search means it can be used in any manner 
anywhere in the world. Copyright infringement liabili^ can be quite severe. 

About Google Book Search 

Google's mission is to organize the world's information and to make it universally accessible and useful. Google Book Search helps readers 
discover the world's books while helping authors and publishers reach new audiences. You can search through the full text of this book on the web 

at |http: //books .google .com/I 



H 



, PIVERSIONS OF HOLLYCOT, 



MOTHER'S ART OF THINKING. 1 



4-ALBJN AND ELIZABETH DK BRUtiB. J 






t EDINBURGH ^^)y^ 

OLIVEB AND BOYD, TWEaDDALE-COUKT. 



^A.. 



XOIITBUAaH : 
PRiHTRD BT JOHN JOHVtTOMX. 



^^^BE^^I 


CONTENTS. 


1 


Chap. I. — latroduclian, 


1 


II.— Quiziing— The bousi of KoDwIedg^-li^iioim^ 




R™ii°g 


11 


Th< Nutting Excur^cui, .... 


90 


IIL-Soturday Night irt Holljcot. . . . 


59 


MemcHT of GiiEell Balllie, .... 


?0 


lV._Sunday St Hollycot, 


89 


V._UehU ODd ShBdotrs of Juvenile Life, . 


99 




133 


VlI._The Ship UuDd. 


160 




176 


IX.— PunctuBliiy— ViriltoaCottiige, . 


1911 




as* 


X 1.— Infirauiy ot VurpoBJ— Philowphy of Diiiy Lifc, 


S4!) 






Power- Young Cna Binuti. 


as7 


Chriilmu— A Home— HoUdayi, . 


337 


P' 


m 




DIVERSIONS OF HOLLYCOT, 



MOTHER'S ART OF THINKING. 



INTBODirCTIOt). 



1 SO provoked," said Sopfiift 



.. Mora, 
Herbert. 

Mre. Herbert, the Imly thus addressed, eat 
at work among lier cliUdren, and Sophia ra- 
pidly turned over the leaves of a large book 
which lay on the work-table. 

" Aud why bo provoked, my little daugh- 
ter?" 

" 1 thought, mamma, tliia big book wliich 
my brother Geoi^o brottg^itVom?,'^**''*' J 
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very amnsing boo^ ; and there is no amuee. 
ment in it. — It is caUed ' The Diversiona of 
Forley,' and ia all so difficult and stupid." 

" Yon must take care how you are caught 
by names again, 'Sophia," said lier mothur { " I 
think you declined every cither amusement 
that you might read this book ' the whole evewT 



" I did, and there is no Diversion in it — I 
will not be so rash again." 

" I daresay, Sof^ia, it is almost as 6ad m 
my Lindley Murray," eaid little Fanny, who 
sat on a stool at her mother's feet dressing 
Fatima, her favourite doll. 

" Go, you siUy child — Lindley Murraj[,,w 
not yery had at all," said Sophia. .; ,nJt 

" Nor tliis big fanok either, peelu^npvBp 
George, who is so tall, and so (;Lever) .ondfsr 
an," said Charles Herbert. 

" On what, Charles ?" inquired Mrg. Her- 
bert. 

O I on his Latin and Greek — you know wliat 
J mean, mother." 
y_Perliaps 1 do, Charles; \na wWi -juu 
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)<peak, would it no tbe bs wdl to epare those you 
address the trouble or uncertaulty of guessing 
your meaning, by plainly telling it. Clear and 
honest thoughts make frank plain speech, my 
dear boy. This book, Sophia, which has so much 
disappointed you, is, I believe, the production 
of a rery Ieamc<t man, John Home Tooke, — 
I think you arc right in putting it aside. It 
in quite unfit for your perusal, tliough I pru- 
Httrae neither diificull nor Btupid to your eldest 
brother." 

" But why call it Diversions, modier? the 
name cheated me." 

"And why not, Sophia? Wliftt prevents 
you flvm calling the little games and plays you 
have invented for yonrselvea — your Courts of 
Law, ftnd Cotoniits, your Dissected Maps, and 
what you call your Ration4L Readino, your 
L Meanixob of words, and on Sv- 
* The Diversions of Hollycot,' if 
you please to do so. Yours are the amusements 
of childreii; this is the amtuement of learned 

" Von are right motVvei;. t\i\% \* o^* 'ys^*^ 
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diaries, we liate got of this stupid book—- and 
of my lost talf hour,** 

" Only one good, Sophia ?" 

^Another, mamma, — ^not to judge of things 
by their names alone.** 

^ If yon hare learned that, my dear," said 
Mrs. Herbert, smiling on her little daughter, 
^' this time has been well spent." 

Mrs. Herbert generally allowed her children 
to choose their own amusements and employ- 
ments, particularly in their hours of play. It 
was rare indieedthat she interfered with them; 
and she now quietly worked at little Fanny's 
new frock, while the argiunent proceeded 
about what was to be done — ^what '* Diyer- 
sion of Hollycot" was to be pursued till the 
horn* of tea. 

Mrs. Herbert was a widow lady. She lived 
with her fire children in a neat white-walled 
cottage, called Hollycot. It stood near the 
middle of an orchard, round which grew a tall 
holly-hedge. There were corn-fields and mea- 
dows, hedge-rows and trees, and shady lanes, 
all about the place ; and in iKeae 1^ f&uXdx^\x 



pluyed, and ran races, and gathered wild flow- 
LT8. Tliere was a little brook bordered by 
willows, and crossed by a neat wliite bridg-e. 
A gravelled walk, closed in by low espal- 
iered apple-trees, led up through the orchard 
to the door of the cottage from this bridge. 
In smnmer when the roses and vines hung 
over the poreb and the windows, when the 
birds were in song, aud tlie flowers all i» 
bloom in the parterre and in the children's gar- 
den, tbe bees all busy, and the insects lium- 
ming in. the sunshine, Sophia said Hollycot 
was a far sweeter place than her father's fine 
large house in Russell Square. Sophia re- 
membered that house very well ; for she was 
now eleven years of ^e, and had lived only 
two years at Hollycot. Mrs. Herbert liad 
settled here, to be near the great public school 
which her eldest son George attended; for she 
liked to have him often at home with her, 
both for his own sake, and for the sake of his 
younger brothers and sisters. Of these Char- 
les was now near ten years old — Fanny wa» 
seven, and little Harry waa%V\a.m"CaxWi.^A»«^ 
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ia thft nufseiy. Mra. Herbert had no fortone 
to lea¥e her childmi)> nor » great deal to lire 
Iqaen now; She^ tinrefore^ ^t much indebted 
to^ifc kuidMend> wbo offered to provide for ker 
itldestson, eitlierin India, orin someof the great 
Gotenunentoffiees, providedhis edncatkm and 
itharactw entitled him to sach an appointment. 
The boy knew this. His mother had talked 
W him abont it immediately after his fath^'s 
burial ; and told him how mneh his ginseets in 
life^ his own happiness, and the happiness of 
ali his family depended on himself* Creorge 
Herbert was tiien abont thirteen. He had 
8(Mmetimes appeared a heedless boy. His com- 
panions at that great scho<d had led him into 
expense; and their example and notions had 
giren him ideas that were false and foolish ; 
bat from this time he laboured to correct him- 
eeif, and nevev forgot the cmiversation he had 
with his mo^«p, when she teld him, << He was 
now in some measure plaoed in his Other's 
stead — for he was the ridest of an orphan fa- 
mily." Mrs. Herbert's cousin, Captain Hard- 
AmI afii^ to g«( Clmdat w VoOTd of his 
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own ship, and to take bim aa soon 33 ever his 
mother was willing to spare him ; for boys go 
very young to sea, aniJ Captain Harding said 
the younger the better. But Mre. Hei'bert 
would not yet send away Charles, and she siud 
she hoped his time at home was not lost. 
Perhaps Mrs. Herbert sometimes wished that 
thedestinattonof her sons wat; not so absolutely 
fixed ; hut she knew bettor than to complain. 
She uideed often told them how thankful she 
was, and how muuk more thankful ahe ought 
to be, that Providence had stirred up for them 
so many kind friends. " Friends," she said, 
" wera often the best pari of the patrimony of 
good men's orphan children." She strove to 
make her sons worthy of the kindnei^s of their 
Other's friends, and wished, above every thing;, 
that all her children sliould, while young, fearn 
those thing* which tJiey ovgkt to practise when 
they ffrew up to be men and women. Like the 
Spartan King, this was what she considered 
the main eud of all education. She also wish- 
ed that tliey might be liappy children, while 
ucquiring the knowledge oS W<i« &»&«*> ■!»*»■ 
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the habita that were to make them good, and 
respectable, and happy, when they grew up. 

Sophia had scarcely received any iiistruc- 
tiona save from her mother, and a young aunt 
who somettnies spent a month at Hollycot ; 
hut now her elder brother gave her lessons on 
the globes and in drawing. CharleB had, for 
nearly two years, got regular lessons with Mr. 
Dodsley the curate ; who lived but a mile o£f, 
and prepared a few boys for great schools or 
the University. Withont calling the employ.- 
ment lessons, Charles read every day wilb his 
mother, even when Sophia could not shore 
his reading. He read the short history of 
Rome and of Greece, and a longer history of 
England. He also read stories trom many 
histories; and the lives of good and great men. 
He knew he was to be a seaman ; and it was 
this perhaps which made Charles as fond of 
the stories of Columbus, Anson, and Cooke, 
and Drake, and Nelson, as Sophia was of the 
pretty bnlhuU and little poems her aimt liked ; 
or of the Arabian Nights' Entertainments. 
Charles nJso read French with his motlieF, 



every' ^ay* after Tie'retiiriletf from 1ki&. Sa£> 
ley's. He knew that this language is onxa 
very useful to officers and travellers ; and ma. 
motlier had pointed out to him, when he reaa 
part of the life of Nelson, that this great Bea . 
captain had unluL-kily small knowledge of 
French, and often felt the want of it. But 
on' Saturday, when his elder brtithci' was at 
home, Charles took few lessons. He tlien 
learned to sw!m, and to ride or mn; or ho wees* 
tied, or fished, or practised ai-chery in the mefr^ 
dow almost a]l day. On the other days he 
often, at his play hours, \rorked for his mother^ 
or Sophia, or Fanny, in their gardens, or did 
any thing to oblige and assist thera ; hut B»-. . 
turdey was the grand holiday of the HollycM. 
children : every one was thrice happy then. 

"Wlien diaries and Sophia lived in London, 
and could not read very weU ; and while their 
brother was at school, or did not choose to be 
troubled to read stories to theni, tlioy often 
entreated their mother to lell tlicm stories 
&t»n books at) she oGod to do. But wkQti %ip 
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pbia vras eight y6ars old, and Cbailes Kktt'iM 
seven, slie told them she had lees leuure sow,' 
and besides they did not need her assistaneCi 
Sometimes she liad company, or was paying 
visits, or writing letters ; and sometimes she 
was playing with Fanny, and giving' het a lit- 
tle lesson, or nursing Harry. So she told 
them a story of Sir William Jones, when he 
was a little boy, and liked to hear Ht«rtei 
almost as ranch as they did. His moJ 
tber bad said to him, ■' Head and yOB Mil 
learn." He did read, and became a I<^amed 
and a good man. At the same time, Mm 
Herbert gave the cliildren ihreC square book?, 
stontly bound in red leather. She called t^eitk 
MANt'scRiPT Books, because they were writ-* 
ten. They were all very fairly written "lit 
large letters, and some printed pieces wet* 
pasted in. One of the books was entitled^ 
" Stories of Good and Illdstriods Msh f*- 
another was called, " Stories prom NATUH*i( 
History ," and the third, " Stories op FttlJ 
AEiDN Countries," and of " Arts and lieu 
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vi^'TiONS." Ob th« cover of each book was 
stamped, in gilt letters, " The Mother's Art 
OF Tuc'KiNO. — Read and You will Learn." 
Mauy kind hooda had bcea employed in 
writing' out theac books. Mr. Herbert, when 
very iJJ, as Sophia remembered, and unable to 
go out to attend the Courts, as lie used to do, 
liad written some of the lives. George had 
written out a good deal -from boulu as directed 
by bis motbcr ; and now both Charles anid So- 
phia had taken great pains to add to tlio " Sto- 
ries FBO.M Natijbai. History," ^jieiins wliich 
their mother gave tbem to tranacribe from tlie 
Voyages of Hall and Pany, and the Trayels 
-of Franklin and Clapperton. Charles liked 
beat to read in the Stories of foreign countries, 
,and of arte and inventions ; but Sophia pi^i- 
ferredtbc natural history of birds andflowcrsj 
■and pretty animals ; and to learn those rcrBea 
Jier young aunt had taken from the poets who 
describe the habits of birds aiul beasta. All 
the children peuuliaily liked the book of " Sto- 
B(K5 OF Good and Great Men," Their own 
/ather )iad made it for ihcm. \x- vAi'Ca>i'«i.v& 
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the good men in Scripture, of the MartTH and 
Patriots of England and otLer countries ; Al- 
fred and Sir Thomas More, Andrew Marvel, 
Sir PhiUp Sidney, and John Milton ; and what 
was better, it contained many anecdotes of their 
own grandpapa Herbert, whea he was a child, 
and a school-boy, and a man ; and of their 
uncle Richard, who was a seainao ; and of how 
brave, and gentle, and jnous he was; and hew 
firm and patient when he suffered much and 
long from the cruel wounds of which he died. 
Sophia liked to read of herconsin Helen Cle- 
ment's mother, wlien she was a little girl ; and 
of their grandmamma Harding, and many other 
of their relations, of whom interesting anec- 
dotes were told in this book. Charles said he 
liked them, because they were real, true, good 
people, and not like Lady Lovechild and lit- 
tle Tommy, in the toy bonks. Sophia some- 
times fancied she remembered them ; but that 
could not be. She was a lively girl, of quick 
parts, and some imagination, but apt to be vain 
of her acquirements, and of her " excellent 
memory," which ha*l proaircA Wi mavi-j cwm- 
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plimeiitSy and mndi f^planse when tlie was on 
visits to lier aunts. Sophia often assumed a 
power in settling the plans of amnsements of 
the other children, which her mother was 
pleased to see little Fanny sometimes dispute ; 
for Charles, a generbus, good-natured, honest 
hoy, never thought of resisting her encroach- 
ments ; and indeed she was ever ready to ob- 
lige him. # 
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CHAPTER n. 



QDJZZIDG— THE SOAST OF KNOWLEDCB*^ 
SATIONAL' SSASINQl ' ' '< 



On the eveoing that Sophia Herbert threir 
aside the book which had disuppuiiited, or, as 
she sail), cheated her, she armng<<<I that Charles 
should read the hietory of the Rebi'deer, 
" while I put the spokes to my Shenatone's 
Same's wheel," she said, " and finish ' her att- 
dent lien.' But I cannot think where I lud my 
portfolio last Dight — did you sea it, mamnutP 
I am nare yon have meddled with it, F^ny — 
or Mary, in dusting the books. — Ah, here it 
ii." 

" And just where you misplaced it, Sophia, 
last night," aaid Fanny. 



Sophia would not hear — she took her little 
unfinished drawing' from the portfolio, saying, 

" Here ut> tbe dame diaguiHed id Looki profauni], 

Aod eyn her faiiy throng, nail turns ber wbeel around.'* 

" Will she, when finished, he worth sending 
to my cDiiain Helen, munniaP" 

" You must judge of that for yourself, So^ 

" But how, mother ?" 

" Do you like to receive little tokens of re- 
gard &oni your brothars and gohbhis when at 
a distance — the fruits of their own lubour or 
ingenuity ?" 

" That I do, mother — as IVliss Pratt said to 
yon last night, when I asked you to shew her 
our new laiQe.^iece, your present &om my 
uncle—' Presetits endear absents.' Mr. Cle- 
ment is a very considerate generous friend." 

■' What do you conclude A-um all iMs, So- 
phia?" 

" That I send my dahe, by cousin Maurice, 
to oonsin Helen." 

" I icish / could be as wire; oS "ixe wifi*w»«: '^ 




crf'tfie actron, Sopliia. — Do yon ti 
ligeyoiircousinPur to bf thoiiglitgenerousand 
considerate? or is il because yuu hare caaght 
a jiiigliiijj; parrot-pbrase from Miss Pratt, that 
ybii mean to give a present ?" 
" "Mottier, ] will not send it — thong^Ii Oeorge 
dreiv the Dame, and all the little heads. This 
Tittle gii-l, With her finger nn fier lip, Is like 
Fanny ; and this is Charles in the corner."' 

" Wbere am I, SophTaP" cried Cfcaries. 
■** li cousin Hden to get me ?" ' ' 

*■ ^ S^ophia, though a little rebuffed by hei- tiio- 
ther's ol)servation, pointed, with some archness 
of look, to a bliiltbered lace in a vomer of the 

" That is not me, Sophia — ^yon are Hot 
good-natured — I won't read to yoit ahrtot the 
Rein-deer. Is Sophia good-n attired, mother?" 
" Neither y«s/, nor very good-natured* at this 
moment, Charles ; though it' is scarte worth 
your while to mind her so very mocrb. If.'fk- 
sfead nf heing angry, you had tsKeii iinte to 
iexamhie the picture, you wdlild bate BeisB 
iSfiaf the dtmce does not in t^ lout 'reevis&AA 



yon. — This head, I think, is meant for you." 
Mrs. Herbert pointed to the face of a |,boy 
deeply engaged with his book, which indeed 
reeembled Charlea. 

" And 80 it does, mamma — and I knew it. — 
I only meant to quiz Charlea a little bit," aaid 
Sophia. 

" May I ask if you at all thooght of what 
yon meant?" 

Sophia hung down hei;.head. 

" Do you mean to say that in telling an 
untruth, to wound the feelings of your brother 
— that in being ill-bred, unkind, and false, you 

"Oh, mother! — oil, (Claries! I am so sorry, 
and so ash&med I" 

" Never mind, Sopbia," said Charles; " I 
am not angry now — I was a fool to he angry- 
only I did not like to be laughed at. I daresay 
J am vain, mother. — But shake hands, So- 
phia — 1 am friends with you now ; and I will 
read the Rein-deer, or do any thing ; only I 
don't like to be quizzed by Geoi^ "KS^''' ^'*' 
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I lore you to love me. I don't mfaid oUicar 
boys; I can box them if they don't be quiet." 

<< Bat I hope yon will first beg of them to 
be quiet,'* said his mother, smiling. 

" That I will-^but I won't wait abore one 
minnte, — or, should I wait longer, mother f** 

<< That must depend on circumstances, 
Charles," said his mother, still smiling ; ^* atid 
you must judge for yourself, when reason and 
forbearance are to be at an end, and boxing 

should b^n. Bat how are yon to manage with 

» 

girls, or ladies ?*' 

** I would not be angry — that is loud angry—- 
with a girl, mother. George says it is unnum^ 
ly. — So, never mind, Sophia — I daresay I was 
very like that blubbered dunce that day, very 
long ago now, when Mr. Dodsley turned me 
back three times with my sum, and Sophia was 
so good aMte stay at home to help me with the 
9'8-^those 9's are a real plague at first." 

" You have a generous memory, .Charlet, 
my dear boy," said Mrs. Herbert ; <^ but this 
quizaing, as Sophia calls it^-" 



^B^h, 
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6h, motiicr, I will never tjuiz ugnin, 
Charles nor any one ! — You are too guoA to 
me, Chai-lee. — I beg your pardon, mothtu', for 
interrupting you," 

" I shall always be g'lad to be interrupted 
by bearing' yuu make any igooA reaolntion you 
hare strength of mind to keep, my dear Sophia. 
Besides, I was only going to say, that this quiz- 
zing dispute, your mislaying your portfolio, and 
then justiiying youi'self and aucusiog others, 
has already occupied thirty-fire minutes of the 
hour before tea, which you had devoted to 
reading. The remainder of your hour might 
bo yet better occupied than with either tbi; 
history of the Rein-deer, or Sbenstone'a 
Dame." 

" In what manner, mother?" said Bophiae ' 

" In telling us how many faults yon have 
committed in tha) short sjiane of time: — The 
history of a little girl's heai't and conduct for 
one half hour." 

" Well, mitmma, I shall try it. — How many 
faults tliink you, Charles, have I committed ? 
First, I wrangled a little foi l\ie %»«>.-««««, 
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when Faniiy wishud t« hear of the Hiimmin^- 
binl, — thut was one ; was it not, mother ?" 

" Nay, you are to judge yoiireelf, Sophia; 
if your memory fail I may aid you, — but you 
are to jud^." 

" Then I mislaid my portfolio" (" Aa us- 
ual," said little Fanny) " That was last 

night though," said Sophia; "that does not 
go to the count." 

" Is not this another fault of thought," said 
Mrs. Herbert. " It was this night you could 
not find your portfolio, — and justified yourself 
by accusing me, and Fanny and Mary." 

" Yes I did, mother ; and then I daresay 1 
thonght it sounded clever to say, like Mies 
Pratt, about ■ Absents and Presents.' That 
was a horrid fault — " 

" Not a fault at all, I think, Sophia, save 
as vulgarity, and pertness, and silliuess are 
faults, — nor was there any great fault in 
wishing, like your uncle Cllenieut, to be 
thought ' considerate and generous,' provided 
you wore so, or really wished to be so. But 
lent you take more pride in dMActifig Y"""" 
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funlts elciierli/, anil iwnfessinff them with os- 
tentatious candour, thun pains and pleasure 
in tiiiiieiidiiig them, ive slinll leave the remain- 
dei* that vfvre crowded into that half hour, to 
your own reflettion. — So about your amuao- 
ments, whatever tlipy are to bo. — What b the 
maxim of your Mr. Dudi^ley, Charles ?" 

" ' Whatsoever thy hand findeth to do, do it 
witii all ihy might.' It is in the Bible, mother." 

" Was It right, mother, for Mr. Dodsley to 
say, this morning, ho woidd riither see children 
acttrely employed even in doing mischief, than 
sauntering and yawning in listless indoleti<«, 
lilte tnjr cnuatn Mfliiric*? f'.lement?" 

*• It is more to tJie point just now, Sophia, 
to remind yon that the hour has neariy ^ime 
by, that, tiy your own choice, was devoted to 
reading of the Rein-deer." 

'' Von know, Sophia, we must above all 
thinir* adhero to luir good reaolutions," wbts- 
p*red Charle^i. " I hear the wind getting up, 
and i thiiik 7 would rather like to finish past- 
ing my kite — but I will not." Charles bef^an to 
read, and Sophia <|nieil^ fiwwVcA>*«titwwTO%- 
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Maurice Clement was at tliis t'nac on a vish 
to HoUycot, He liaJ been at many di£«reiit 
scbools, and was lately sent to that wluBh 
George Herbert attended. His father was a 
rich man, and had no other son. All his life 
long Alaurice bad as many toys, and books, Mid 
sweetmeats, and almost as much pocket-money 
as he pleased. He had many teachers, and 
was taken to see every sight in London that 
it was thoug^ht could instruct or amnse a boy 
like him. He was sure that he must know a 
great deal more than the HoUycot cbQdren ; 
for he was thirteen, and bod been at fasbioiiF 
able schools, and much in London. His young 
cousins were very desirous fo amuge and 
please him while he staid with them, but they 
had not yet succeeded. He was wrida^ a 
Latin theme with George, up stairs, till they 
were both called down at seven to tea. 

•' Why do you yawn, Maurice," said So- 
fiiiM ; " I know it is ill broedVng S«y \>\^ ^«ittle- 



men and ladies to yawn, though ODe caa't help 
it at night sometimes, or when Mi^s Pratt 
stays long, or old Colonel Twaddle calls for 
mamma — but mamma never yawns." 

" Gome and look at Bewick's birds Mr. 
Dodsley has lent us," said Charles ; " or George 
will play at chess with yon, I am sure ; or 
if yon would look at our series of Kings and 
Qneens, or dissected maps." 

" I don't care for baby amnsementa," said 
Maurice. 

" But Mr. Dodsley says any thin^ ia better 
than lisllessness," said Sopliia. " When Cap- 
tain Harding ciune to visit mamma, he romped 
famously with little Harry, and gave Charies 
good help in rig^ng his first frigate," 

" I iHtt not listless, cousin Sophy, — only I 
hare done my theme — and hare nothing to do 
TDCfTe to-night." 

''Mother, Maurice hai nothing todo!" Once, 
as a severe punishment, Sophia had been made 
to sit for four hours doing nothing, and seeing 
har brothers and sister employed, or at play- 
She had always pitied t\«s B*&^.efe*iw«^■SM!&-■'^as^ft- 

t ^ ---- 
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** Ham Maurice nothing to Ieani-HU>thkig 
to teach — ^nothing to amuse himgetf or hii 
friends withy all this oYening ?*' 

^* No, ma'anu— I have done my Jhemn wid 
I have read every book, and looked at evAry 
picture, and know every thing in thia rooW 

*^ It is not large to be sure," said Mrs. Her- 
bert ; ** just 20 feet by 16. But how manj 
wonders do these four walls encbsei my dear 
Maurice!" 

This drawing-room, play-room, and gen- 
eral sitting-room of the fitunily, though not 
spacious, contained many useful, and a few 
ornamental and curious things. There was m 
cabinet with books belonging to the children, 
and another with books of their mother'a. 
There was also a small cabinet of Natural Hia-' 
tory« There were globes, a few booka of 
prints, some plaster casts, a few plants, Sophia'a 
piano-forte, and a time-piece on the chim- 
ney-shelf, with some foreign curiosities, — there 
were also a prism and a microscope. It waa 
a light, pleasant room, looking over the orch- 
Mrd trees, and across tike meado^nk Vi the vil- 



^^ 



Inge chnrch riglng below a wooded hill. The 
children liked to be herewith their mother; and 
she seldom ient them away, unless they quar- 
relled Of became yery noisy, which rarely 
happened. Their owo rights and privileges 
in this common apartment and its contents, 
were respected ; and they wei-e not permitted 
to disturb the quiet, or invade the rights of 
otbers. Every one knew this save little Har- 
ry,; and be, too, soon cume to conuect the no- 
tion of good behaviour with permission to re- 
main here with his sisters and his mother. 

" And you know every thing within this 
I'Oom, Maurit^ ?" said Mrs. HerberL 

Maurice looked rather sheepish. " I as- 
sure you, mamma, Maurice knows a very great 
deal trom his catechism. He knows about the 
barometer ; and what thunder ix ; and how the 
people of England are governed i and a hun> 
(Ired things. I wish, mamma, you would order 
a few catechisms for Charles and me ; they 
are very instmetiTe, and not at all troublesome 
to one who haa on exceeding good— I mean a 
I'er^ ffood memory," 



" As I have mamma," added GBorgeaJI^ , 
inicking Ms siater'e voice. 

" I did not »ay that." 

" Only thought it," swd Geoi^a^ — Bnl ^^/^ 
Maurice, tell us what thunder i» 7" 

" The explosion of lightning, — just like the 
report of a cannon, with the echoes between 
the clouds and the earth." 

" And the harometer P" inquired Mrs. Her- 
bert. 

" An instrument for ascertaining the weight 
of the atmosphere in inches of mercury." 

" Buthow?" cried Charles. " I wouldUke 
to know — what does the weight of the atmos- 
phere mean ?" 

" I am sure, ma'am," sud Maurice, appealing 
to his aunt, " I have given the right fuiswep — 
I have repeated it to my father a hundred 
times — 'An instrument for ascertaining, &Ck''' 

" I trust Mr. Clement wag instructed, thou^ 
we are not," said George, in a tone which 
drew on him his mother's glance ; bat ere that 
reproving glance fell, he had aaid, " Fanroor lu 
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now, Maurice, with the m&nner m which th« 
people of England are governed." 

" By lawB made, and powers enacted by 
the legislature," said Maurice, looldngraund in 
triumph. Sophia gazed, Cliarles stared, and 
George smiled outright. 

" So I suppose there is nothing in this room, 
indeed, that yon don't know, Maurice ?" 

" I tlunk not, George." 

" Suppose you tell Sophia why the lid of 
the tea-um, James has just now placed on the 
table, is forced up and shaken — why the smoke 
cornea lutEing up from it ?" 



" Tbe buiiUIog BDd loud.hli 
Thiovi np a Bteamj' calim 



Bwl Sophia* 

" And what is that U) the purpose, Sophia? 
Do you not know that poetry, ay, very beauti- 
ful poetry too, may be so introduced as to be 
mere impertinence?" said George. 

"So, I fear, may reproof, my dear George," 
smd Mrs. Herbert, uniliRg, " mj, excellent, 
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geiisiblci rej^oof. But the vm will M done 
hissing ere Maorice get time to ex{ilain.**' - 

^^ It is quite simple that, amit — -jilist ^team 
or vapour," 

« True, hut there is no steam in the witltf 
of the pump with which the urn is Med/' 

^< Tt is the boiling ; the heat, tuft'am, I sup- 
pose makes it," ■" 

^< Answered like a catechism," said 'Mm'. 
Herbert ; " but still, how — ^in what mtfnfier — 
by what sort of strange procesli does heat oott'^ 
vert pump-water into vapour ?" 

" George can tell, mamma, — he can shew,-i- 
he knows," cried Sophia. But she'thotaglft 
that Maurice looked rather disconcerted^ and 
she said no more. - ' '' 

^' I am not certain that he does, 6d{fhftt. 
This then is one thing within this small rcMim 
which you do not yet know, MatuiCe; Thii^k 
you are there no more wonders around yim?* 

" I daresay not, ma'am,* replied MaUHce, 
looking cautiously rotmd. ** I am prettyHwire 
J know ail besides." 



" Ah ] don't yoa be too sore, coiuin," eaid 
Charles, mth good-natured earneBtness. 

" Then tell us, Maurice, whj the wind is 
whistling ia passing through the keyhole of 
that closet-door." 

" O, I feel the wind," cried Sophia, skipping 
across the room. "Come and feel it, Charles, — 
and hear it whistle — ' The viewless worlanan 
irhbtling' — but I daresay George knows." 

" 1 rather think he does not, Sophia, — but 
he, and you, and Maurice may all soon know 
if you wish it. This little room contains won- 
ders, the result of powers and principles in 
nature and in art, that to describe would fill 
Tplumee, my dear nephew. Can you tell us 
bow this piece of honey-comb on the table is 
fonned ? Why the quicksilver mounts wid 
ialls in yonder weather-glass ? Why or how 
the fagots James has placed on the fire 
crackle so ? Why of how that fly crawls 
along the w»ll ; and how yonder other fly can 
ureep, bock downmost, along the ceiling up 
there ?" 
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'< No aiint^" raid Maurice^ rather ashamed 
of his boast of universal knowledge. 

^* Would you be astonished to leam that 
the self same cause which makes the wind 
whistle through the keyhole> enables that 
fly to creep along on the ceiling, forces up 
the lid of my urn, and cf{ Sally's pot, seta in 
motion those mighty steam engines you hare 
seen at work, and performs far more seeminfir, 
and indeed r^al wonders^ than I can enume- 
rate* I do not wish, my dears, to astonish but 
to instruct you — or rather to awaken in your 
own minds the desire of information/' 

<^ We tnusi reetd cmd leartiy mamma," sold 
(Jharles. " Where may we read of this ?" 

<< There are some things we must see to un- 
derstand, Charles, at least to understand diei§3cij^ 
Perhaps you are too young this year to com- 
prebend all this ; but if a week hence you still 
wish to try, tell nie ; and I shall request Mr. 
Dodsley, when he has leisure, to be ao kind wm- 
to show you some experiments on AiB.*' , 

" And Maui*ice too, mother.** 

'' Certmvlyy Charles, aSl w\io V^\i 1q l^ssnu" 



^ 



31 

" If wc could find out beforefaand, mother." 
" You may try, my Itoy, — no harm in try- 
ing-. And now 'tia time that we get through 
yonr short l«sson of Rational Reading, 
Meanings, and Synonymbs, aa you are pleas- 
ed to call it — ^"tis three qnarters past sexen. I 
go to Hany at eight. — We shall have a short 
lesson. — Theexorcise is new to Maurice. If he 
like to join in it, he will Boon acquire the me- 
thod. Wo will choose an easy piece. All the 
words left blank shall he easy and obvious." 

RATIONAL READING, 

The lemon was taken from that chapter in 
Mrs. Herbert's books, entitled Hdmanity. 
Manrico wni requested to read it : the blanks 
were afterwards to be supplied. These blanks 
were marked regtdarly by figures ; and there 
was a key, which IVIra. Herbert kept, with cor- 
responding Sgnt^B, to which the words or 
plirases omitted were aflixod. Maurice knpiv 
quite well what a iey meant. He had a /le^/ 
l« his Grammatical Exercises, and a iiey to iiis 
i|TieBtionB i;i Aritltmetiu anA GftOpK^"^- '^■•'' 
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HoUycot children seldoin now needed to refer 
to theii'key in " Rational Reading." Oeor^e 
!ind Sophia could often fill up the hUnks aa 
they went along ; but Charlea needed to re- 
turn to them, and to take a little time for re- 
flection. Sometimes when in donbt about a 
word, they were gratified to find thai they had 
hit upon t-he right one, — the true eense and 
exact meuiing of the author. Sometimes their 
mother Raid they had found even a better word 
than the original one. Maurice read as follows. 

St. Pierre says, " Being at Marly, I (l.) 
among the thickets of (2.) magnificent park to 
(3.) the group of children who are (4.) with 
vine-twig« a goat, that is represented at play 
with them. NearthiBadrairablepteceof(5.)ia 
a pavilion, where Louis the XV., ob fine dsyst 
sometimes partook of a (6.) As it was (7.) I 
took (6.) for a moment in this (9.,) and found 
(10.) three children, that (U.) much more 
( 12.) than the (13.) children. Two very (14.) 
little girls were (!&■) themselves, with much 
{J6.) in (17.) from around ite \.wj\\\oti bun- 
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dies of dry (19.), that the (30.) had blown 
from thfc troMj wUiehtfe*y (^1.) into a basket 
lliat (22.) upon the kbig'B laUe, wliile a poor 
boy, badly (S3') '<nd yPiy nicagre, doTOured a 
inwspl of (S4-.) in B comer. I (25.) the tallest 
dfWeSe g^rls, whu inis abont eight or nine, 
^hnt'ghe meant to do with the (26.) ghe was so 
ea^i^ collecting'? She replied, yon see (27.) 
tli»t(B8.) boy there. He is very miserable. 
He is Bent out all day (89.) to gather (30.) ; 
vrttM^ ht: carries none (31.) he is beaten ; when 
Iw pitks up (32.) tlie Swiss at the (33.) of the 
part (^4.) him of it. He is (35.) with hungpi ; 
so we' have g;iven him oar breakfast. After 
(^) me thus, she and tier oompanionB (37.) 
tlwIMe (38.) They put it on liis (3!).), and 
(40.) tefopo tiieir onfortanate (+1.), to see if 
httediikl pMs in (42.)" 

'"*0, mamHiB, Buch n g«od story," cried little 
Fanny ^ ■< I' am Htirfl I know how t« fill it up 
treiy word." 

" Yttn shall have a feir ttial, Fanny ; ami 
j)<>i-haps yonr consin wirt he\v 'jwm. T\\ct« -osi 
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42. blank words ; but a very little exercittf of 
thought will enable you to supply every t^ 
of them." , I . 

Fanoy began, " 1, sauntered or vialkefl,". 

" Or rambled, ma'am," said Maurice. 
" I like plain walked best," saidMrs. Herbert; 
" we don't want fine words, nor soDoding words 
— but simple words, and accurate meanings." 

" 2. lis ; 3. behold, contemplate," said Mau- 
rice, proud of his new talent. 

" And why not see, plain little see ?" qwd 
Mrs. Herbert. 

" O, mamma, see is euch a little insiguificaat 
word," B^d Sophia. 

" The less the better, Sophia, if it serve the 
piirjioBe." 

" 4. Feeding" said Fanny ; but the 5tli 
blank was puzzling. 

George at last helped the readere out witli 
" sculpture." " Well, brother, I believe you 
know almost as mnch as mamma herself;" apd 
Faimy went on. — " 6. sleep." 

" And why shoold Louis the XV. choose a 
lino day to sleep in the ■gavilvon ?" 
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Fanny paused in thought, nnd ea'ut " lun- 

" Or collation," Haid Sophia. 

" That ia more kingly," observed Charles. 

" 7. Showery ov rainy ; 8. refuge," 

" Think of a. more appropriate word, my 
dear; a aynonyme of re/^je; — from an enemy 
or a tempest one takes refuge, — from a shower 
one takes gkelter" 

"^.Pavilion; 10. rfere/ 11, was — no, were 
— three were; \2. beautiful." 

" We shall return to beautiful when you 
hare finished," SMd Mrs. Herbert. 

" 13. Marble or sculptured, which is right, 
mother ?'" 

" Either, Sophia ; both are good appropriate 

"\i:. Pretty I IS. employing ; 16. diligence 
or lusidwily ! 17. galAerijtg or collecting ; 18, 
Bundles or fagots ; 19. sticks ; 20. wind ; 21. 
ptic';'^^2. stood; 2S.dressed," 

" Rather clothed," s^d Mrs, Herbert ; " poor 
boys must not mind being badly drened, i£. 
they are not badly clotlitd" 
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<< 24f. Bread; 2B. asked; 26. toood; 27. Sir; 
28. little or poor; 29. long; 30. sticks; 31* 
koTne ; 32. some ; 33. entrance ; 34. strips.^ 

« Think of a better word, my dear, ft synony- 

me of strips. A tree is stripped of its bark, 

a boy stripped ludced '."-^trip seenvs to apply to 

something that clings or adheres very dosely.** 

"Then, d^eat^e^, mother, — -will that word do?" 

" Try again, Charles." 

" Deprives^* said Charles. 

« That is better." 

" BS. faint, 36. answering, Sl.jfilledjBS. hagr 

" No — ^have yon forgotten? Had yon care* 
folly read the story yon must know this word." 

Charles and Maurice read again, and both 
together said, " basket." 

" 39. back or head; 40. ran; 41. companion^* 

" Not companion. The poor starred boy, 
the object of their compassion, could not be 
called the companion of the little girls : Sti 
Pierre ^21,^9, friend, and I think, Charles, yoa 
will prefer bia word." 

" I do^ Q^other. — And 42. strfety or quiet^^^ 
Now he is past the i>g\y Swss." 



RATIONAL READING. 37 

^ YcNEi have rend jonr share very weQ, my 

dear Fanny ; but tell me now why, in snpply- 

iag the ISth Uank, you used the word heauti' 

f^ Is there ne other wcHrd UHNre applicaMe 

to those amiable, engaging children ?" 

<< Perhaps hwmane^ or tender^ or sw^et, mo« 
ther»" said Sophia. 

<<No} my dear, St. Piorre would searcely use 
those words in eomparing living ehfldren with 
marble figures of 4Aildren,«^hi8 word is m- 
ieresting^ 

^Mamm% Isaid they yfese heauHfuly be- 
cause they were so goo^** said Fanny. 

(^ Yoa might have worse reascms, my dear. 
At blank 19, I wo«ld better like the word 
branehes than sticks^ — ^though stidcs is the word 
in die key. The wind blows down hrancheSf 
we gather Uioks injfot the ground," said IV&8. 
Hevbert. 

** Before yen go up stairs to the nursery, te 
hear Harry say his prayers, and see him put 
to bed, you remember what yon promised, 
asodier/' said Sophia^ who had been whisper- 
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ing with Charles. '^ This is Friday — ^to- 
morrow is Saturday." 

" Which very generally follows Friday, 
Sophia. I do rememhier my promise, made 
to Harry last week ; that if h^ aUowed himr 
self to he hath.e4, every morning in cold water, 
as the doctor ordered, without winding, or 
rather without crying, he should have the 
pleasure of giving.. his brothers and sisters 9 
holiday, a. nutting excursipn to the forest.' He 
has won. On Monday he winced a little^ 
Mary owns ; hut ever since he has behaved 
well, and even hravtely." 

<< O, charming I I am sure we must have 
good weather," cried Sophia. 
. <'I hope you may,— so to bed with the 
Iamb, and be up with ih^ lark. Old Jamee 
and Dapple will be ready to attend you at 
sunrise. If I am up so early, I slvdl walfc 
with you through the Broad*Oak meadow, as 
I have business with the miller's wife." 

*< What a world of business we have to gQ 
through to-morrow, mamma; and ike aighi^ 
nnta wfi will bring home !" cried Sophia. 
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THE NUTTING EXCUB6I0K. 



Chapter if. 



THE NUTTING 



Harrv, the little hero whose courage Lnd 
Wen for a week proved in cold water, was 
Kwalced hy his nurse very early next morn- 
ing', to see the Xdttino Partv assembled 
before the cottuge door. The girls carried 
what they called their "foraging baskets," 
which they always took with them on long 
valks, for the convenience of carrying what- 
ever they picked np tliat was rare or curious, 
among the plants, and pebbles, and shells they 
saw. Fanny was stuck between Dapple's 
panniers, — for she was but short-legged yet, 
and the forest was fall four miles otf. The 
ODok and Sophia had put a good lunch into 
the panniers, which ul^o held the ha^ ta 
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bring home nuts. It was a fine, bright morn- 
ing, "a sunshine Iioliday;" and every one was 
merry, save Dapple and old JameB, and they 
were content. Dapple looked as grave and 
patient as if he had only been going as nsnal 
to the market town, to bring home household 
stnfF and provisions ; and James was as slow 
and deliberate in his motions as if no nuts 
huDg on the forest trees. Fanny had got a 
pair of new yellow slices, sent by her nunt, 
and she wished much to wear them on this 
day. Her motlier warned ber that tboy were 
not at ail fit for a forest-ramble; "but tbe 
shoes are your own, please yourself. If you 
spoil your shoes, and mar the pleasure of your 
ivalk, you know who will be to blame." Fait- 
ny was not afr^d. 

Mrs. Herbert walked forward witb the 
children to the Broad-Oak meadow. Charles 
and Sophia ran races before lier, and they were 
ail half way on ere any one was aware. They 
went by shady lanes and cross paths, which 
old James knew, and Oeoi^c also ; fijr he 
sometimes fished in the pouU of tbe hrook up 
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here ; and they passed stUes and meadows, 
and sometimes waited by a hedge or ditcli 
to indulge Dapple in cropping a few thistles, 
trhile James took a. lung pinch at sutiff: and 
Sophia was not very impatient, for she re- 
membered what her mother had lately said to 
her about being seljish, and thinking of no 
one's pleasures but her own. The globes of 
dew were still' lying on the grass, and the gos- 
samer was over the plants and low 8hi-ub!=, 
Tike a veil of silvery gaU^e. Some little child- 
ren were gathering mushrooms in the meadow 
into baskets. " They were chirpinff," Sophir. 
said, " and running about lik4 grasshoppers." 
Wherever they saw a little ivory-coloiire«> 
cone in tlie grass, there they darted. TheJ- 
showed Charles the good mushrooma, and tolti 
him how to distinguish them from the bad 
ones. They knew the bad ones at a glance, 
and at once threw them away if they chancEi' 
U) gather any. 

" What a variety of kinds, and how foiv 
good of these funguses, mother," said Sophia;- 
when Mrs. JUcrbert came u^- 4 
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" Mind your plurals, Sophia," cried Chorlea. 
" I believe tlie plural li fungi i for the word, 
like alt these difficult botanical namea, is La- 
tin." 

"Well 1 do always forget tkese oAAplurals ; 
but I know the plui'al of phenomenon is ph^ 
tiomena, and of basis, bases." 

" Very good to know that at all times ; aud 
to tell it, to sny it, or write it, when necessary," 
said George Herbert. 

" Brother George, I never can pleaae yon," 
said Sophia. 

" Yea yon can, Sophia, — you can repeat to 
me, I am certain, some pretty lines or other 
about the mushroom. — Do you gather mush- 
rooms here every morning, my little girl?" 

" Yea, master, while they /o*/*," eud the 
nimble little gleaner. 

" I remember a little about the mushroom 
now, George, — if you would like to heai- it?" 

" We all like, Sophia," said Mrs. Herbert. 
" No one can be the worse for having a me- 
mory stored with beautiful thoughts and im- 
agea, expressed in beautiful Vun^ua^e*" 
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" It is from the Eainboto, George : — 

' The earth to thf e tit mreiae yields, 

The lark Ihy welcome sings. 
When glitCeriiig ia the fresben'd fieldB 

The BDowj mmlireom spticga.' " 

" Very pretty, Sophia, — and to me qiiite 
original," 

" 0, hrothcr, do I indeed know any thing 
you don't ?" cried Sophia. — " Do you know, 
little girl, that the mushroom is the flies' 
' Rouod-table.' " 

" Anan !" said the etaring mushroom-ga- 
therer. 

Sophia smiled at her ignorance, as she 
thought it, and with gome ostentation repeated, 

" Noutiih'd by owly Bustx, the muahnioai iprcads. 
From n email ivory bulb, his circular roof, 
The tiuries' fabled board." 

" What do you make of these mushrooms, 
my dear ?" said Mrs. Herbert. 

" We makes ketchup, ma'am ; — that is, not 
we, — mother sells them to Mrs. Woodley of 
the White Hart, and ehe make* Vft\AAw.^V 
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<< Do you know how to make .ketchup ?'* 

^^ O, yes, ma'am, — ^it is not hard." 

« Do you, Sophia ?'V said George. 

« No, hrother, I don't." 

" But you know of what it is made ?*' 

" No — I am sorry — I do not-^I suppose 
now, mushrooms." 

<< Then whether is it hotter to know thst 
than to be able to repeat < nourished by early 
mists r " 

<' "f is an unikir question, my dear George," 
sud Mrs. Herbert. <' What should prevent 
your sister from uniting both kinds of know- 
ledge — the useful with the agreeable." 

<^ Will you be so good as shew me, mother> 
or teach me to make ketchup ?" cried Sophia. 

"' Certainly, tiiy dear— ^r old Mary will 
shew you, who knows this art £m* better 
than I do." 

<< And I will shew you the goody wholesome 
Fungiy^ said Charles ; << and you will' tieaeh- 
me the poetry of it." 

<< Ah, Charles ! lUce a sensible boy, as you 
are/' said George^ << ij^hQe I have been carp^ 
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ing, and Sophia gpouUng, yon have made a 
usefiil acquirement, though a hnmble one. If 
you and your ship's crew were cast away on 
Bome desert coast, you might sustain life by 
your knowledge of wholesome mushrooms." 

Mrs. Herbert was questioning the little 
girls. — " You come early abroad to gather 
mushrooms, my dears." 

" We rise at four, ma'am." 

" Aud how much do you get a basket ?" 

•' We get threepence, ma'am, and some- 
times four-pence ; and since our father was 
drawn for the militia, mother says the mush- 
rooms, and the gleaning, and the bramble- 
betries, and the acorns we gather for the nur- 
serymaTi, are a great help to her in rearing 
us ; and gathering them makes ng actire and 
industrious." 

" How many are there of yon, my dear 7" 

" FivB, ma'tmt — I have two brothers and 
tJiree siirterB.*' 

" Six then, with yourself." 

" ¥ive, ma'wn — Bill, that frightens the 
rooks from Fanner OrchardiAAatJ « ^^^ -^«a- 
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der — he gets tnro-pence a-day and his dinner 
■ — and has nothing; to do but swing his rattle." 

" Jnst like Giles The Farmeu's Boy, mo- 
ther.'' 

" Be quiet, Sophia." 

" And myself, ma'am, cannot do tnucU yet, 
but I help mother, and keep the hahy. Last 
ireeh we made three shillings, and mother liud 
that up for onr new shoes.'' 

'' Three shillitigs for yolu" poor mother t" 
cried Sophia, " Oh, mother 1 oh, Charles t 
how much better, more useful, kinder, is this 
little gir^ and what she knows, than 1 am, and 
all I knoTv I" 

" She is indeed a good, affectionate child, 
Sophia, and has more loiowledge of a biad 
that is useful to her, than you have. But we- 
must not take up her valuable time. — If, my 
dear, you have more mushrooms or bramble- 
berries tlian you can get sold at the White 
Hart, fetch them to HoUycot, and you wiH- 
find a customer." 

" Thauk you, ma'am," said the little girl, 
ctuteying and looking h&^\iY. Site reeutned 
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her .task, in wliich Charles had been all this 
while assisting her. So now did Sophia ; and, 
by shewing them to bor brother, she soon 
learned to distinguish the wholcBome from the 
dangerous muslirooms. The last basket was 
quickly filled, and James, Dapple, and Fanny 
came slowly in sight. 

" Mamma, is not Charles very like the inter- 
esting children St. Pierre saw in the Park of 
JVIady ?" said Sophia. 

^ And wiiat is Sophy like?" said Geoi^e. 
" Like a sly girl fishing for praise, and bait- 
ing her book with Charles." 

" Fie, George," cried Sophia, reddening; 
*' 1 know we are not so good as those child- 
ren — but vre may try to he like them." 

" Little girl," said Charles, as the child 
went off, " if you could come to our oak- 
y time after twelve — no 
T is Sunday — I know what your 
* cautioning finger' means, mamma — but Mon- 
day, and Tuesday, and Wednesday, I would 
help yon to gather acorus all day, either for 
the pigs or the nurseryman." 
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" Thank ye, sir," said the little girl, goii^ off. 

" You see she can't climb, mamma, and only 
pops them off, or gathers the dropt ones ; now 
] could give the trees, or at least the branches, 
a rousinff shake — and i am a famous climber 
HOW — I think I would need to try that be- 
fore my Captain says to me like what I read 
of Nelson, ' Will you take a race to the 
maet-head with me, young gentleman ?' " 

" JJut Charles, my boy, what if your Cap- 
tain is not so kind as was Nelson to his little 
midshipmen ?" 

" 1 trust mine will be kind if 1 deserve it,'* 
said Chajles. 

" Right, Charles ; that is no flattering 

" But if you should get a dreadliil tumble 
down," said Sopliia, shuddering. 

" No fear, mamma, — but if I should, Sophia, 
1 must bear it like a seaman. Up agtun, my 
boy," cried Charles, beginning to cUmb a tree 
very cleverly. 

'■ And where did you acquire this accom~ 
^ifhmenl, my boy P" said Charles's mother. 
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" Mamma, I'll tell jou," said Sophia. " I 
was always afraid to t«U you, — for Mary said 
you mig^ht be offended. We were passing the 
church-yard elms one evening, where the old 
rookery is. It was rather dark, and we heard 
a poor little bird wailing somewhere among 
tlie long' grass, or the weeds, where it had 
tumbled out of its swinging hammock " 

" I don't think a rooVs nest sv-ings, So- 
phia ; and it cannot be right to sacrifice truth 
for the sake of using a fine word. Tell out 
your story plainly." 

" Well, mother — out of the nest. Charles 
thought he could climb and restore it. The 
tree was dreadful higb— as high as the stee- 
pie ■■ 

" And where does this dTeadfvUy high tree 
grow?" 

" In the chnrch-yard — one of the elms " 

" They are not above half as high as the 
spire, Sophia — look back yonder " 

" But terrible high for Charles to climb, you 
know, mother, to restore a bird." 

" That is quite another point, Sq^VJa. — -'Ofva 
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Bimple action requires no exaggeration. — I am 
Iiappy to Iiear that Charles began liis climbing 
in so good a cause. Mary should not liare 
given yoa sucli a caution. Come down, 
Charles. I hope you will yet be Mie of the 
best climbers in his Majesty's Navy, I am re- 
turning home now ; and as George has walked 
on, I must request you to take care of your 
sisters, and not to be later than six o'clock." 

" I give you my word of honour, mother." 

" Your simple word will do, Charles. I 
have ever found it a true one, and so I value 
it as a word of liunour." 

" I will be very punctual, motlicr. George 
bas a watch, and I have my pocket-compass — 
How I do wish, Sophy, that we could all lose 
ourselves in the forest, that I might try to make 
an observation, and conduct you home by my 
compass 1" 

" Will it not be stUl better, Charles, to take 
care they don't stray, iu ease you failed in 
making your observation }" said his mother, 
laughing. 

" Perhaps it may— so good bye, mamm^— 
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uiil don't be afraid for Fanny — here she cornea 
on ass-back. O 1 Dapple, if you were a rea- 
ionable ass, you would know that we ought 
to be moring fer quicker now." 

The party soon overtook George and Mau- 
rice, who had brought out fishing tarklc, and 
were fishing in the stream ; but George gave 
over and joined them. From the top of the 
high hanks they saw many rabbits below them, 
playing, and leaping, and nibbHiig grass and 
herbs, and the aand-larks running about, and' 
swallows that were not yet gone, darting into 
their nesti in the clayey banks, in which they 
bad icraped out many holes or entrances to 
their houses." 

"Ah ! little do you think, yon /unny rogues, 
who is peeping at you — and see ! see ! yonder, 
Sophia, in the tall beech l-^I'll not tell yoir 
what it is." 

" Ah I tie pretty squirrel — >how he leapt 
and tossed his tail, and perked his ears — and 
another — and another I" 

" I did not see him, Soph,"(a'ied little Fan- 
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ny. " Lift me down, Gieorge, to see llM 
squirrels." 

" The meny foreiter," aoid Sophia. " The 
playful squirrel on his nut-grown tree." 

"He is nutting to-day like ourselves, Fanny," 
■aid George, holding the little girl high in hts 
arras that she mig-ht see. " Like a loneible 
anim^, for as playfiil as ho is, hn does not ftp- 
get or neglect his business. Before the cold 
frosty days of winter come, he laya np a good 
store of chestnuts, and hnzel-nuts, and eren 
the cones of the fir : — Ho makes his ffar- 
ner — his store-room is some rsvity of the 
b-ee — a hollow beech, pine, or chestnut tr«e, 
which he inhabits : he likes to have hie com- 
forts and conveniencies abont him. He is a 
lively, merry little fellow; and, like the bare, 
loves to play in the moonlight nights of snm- 
mer, chasing his friends — qxadrillintf np and 
down the trees, and leaping in sport from 
branch to branch ; for he can all bat fly. — 
There he darts again I" 

" Ah 1 I' Bee him too— 4hree of dmn 1 im 
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iiir coat is a light reddish brown — his breast 
19 -white, and his tail long and bushy, — and 
how bright are his little eyes. — Good bye, 
merry forester," said Fanny. 

" This is not always his colaur," said 
George. — " You may read more about him, 
Fanny, when you g'o home if you like, and 
leam of the difterent colours he has, and of 
the names of his fiir and its uses." 

Dapple, old James, and Charles, \rero now 
in adrance of the rest of tlie party. They 
were near the door of tlie White Hart, a 
gmidl Inn on the verge of the Forest, which 
they must pass before striking into the forest 
glades where the nut-trees were. A gig- 
nnhamesaed stood here, and the hostler was 
rubbing down a hurso that breathed hard, and' 
seemed much blown. Three young gentlemen 
— Charles at first thought them men, though 
Geoi^e called them boys, for they were his 
school -fellows — had just turived to make a 
holiday at the U7iile Hart. Two were stand- 
ing at a low open window ; the third was bo- 
side the hostler on the road, and e& i'axa«%%^^ 
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Dapple ^Mune iip» hb amused himself wilk- 
macking his long whip ahout their ears. If 
Dapple did m>t relish this discipline^ old Jamea 
liked it still less* 

<^ Let hop younker, ye'i besty" said James ; 
aiid the btn/'^mem, as Charles thought hisiy 
f^pam and more wantonly smacked his whip 
about the ears of the patient Dapple. 

<< Pray, don't do that, sir — Dapple is otar 
donkey— 4ie is a good enough iHrute— and he 
is doing no harm to you," said Charies, firmly 
advancing. 

" Ay, is < Diq>ple our donkey ?' and why 
may not I have the pleasure of a smack at 
Dapple, our donkey ?*' The insolent jovA 
made a still harder cut at the animal; and 
Charles darted upon him, and made a bold if 
not very scientific attack. Before James could 
oome to his assistance, one of the youths is 
the window had interfered* 

" Forbear, the little fellow, Cecil," he med* 
*' Shame to attack the child*" 

^ He attacked^-<-So, my cock-spanrow, take 
fe that, and be thankfid." 
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" 111 not Bee such ibul play," cried tlfe other 
Itid, leaping from tlie window, asGeurge Her- 
bert flew up to the defence of liis brother, 
giving his screaming sisters to the care of 
James. 

" How was I to know that game chickea 
was yotir brother, Herbert — or that reepect- 
abie looking quadruped, ' Dapple, our don- 
key?'" 

" Yoa knew at least that he was R humane 
and a brnve boy, and that yon are neither," 
fiud George. Tlie storm would have I'oged 
again but for the interference of the other 
lads, and tbe dislike which George f^t to 
fight in presence of his sisters, who were now 
assisting to wash Cbarlca's bleeding' face at the 

" Cecil shall ask. your pardon, and the little 
fellow's also," said the Iml who had taken 
Charles's part. " He did not know your 
brother." 

" I certainly imi^ined that as Mr. Herbert 
was one of u«, his family lived in some sort of 
style !" said the haughty aggreaaoc. 
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<< It is of little coniequence what yoa thoug^^ht 
ai>ottt us, Mr* CeciL I presume none of my 
ftmily care mteh for your thoughts." George 
Herbert went to his sisters and brotheiv— the 
peace-maker followed him. 

** O I hang ity Herbert, yon must drop 
malioe. Gecfl did wrong, but it is pardonable. 
Wlnle the children gather their nuts, yon mast 
join us — a famous badger. Old Harley is gone 
to bury a brother — We haVe given the rest of 
die masters the dip, and shall have a &moiu 
day and a dinner." 

<< I shall dine with my brother And sistem,'* 
said George, quietly, " in the forest.*' 

*^ Nay, that you shan't— dine with ch^dren, 
on bread and milk I — But are you short f 
Well, never mind, I am in cash — ^we shall 
have a day of it." 

<< I am much obliged to you, Harry ; but I 
will not join yen to-day. I don't like a badger- 
fight— and I don't want money." 

<< Then you will join us, Clements ? You 
are not a baby ?" 



^y 
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« I_I don't know," said Manrtce. " If my 
cousins — if my aunt — " 

" Your aunt — that's a good joke," cried 
Cecil, laughing, Maurico could not resist the 
temptation of " a day of it," and the force of 
that laugh. 

" Yon don't act wisely, Maurice," said 
George; but MBorice was gone into thf- 
home. 

■ " Heri)ert will peach to old Harley on 
Monday," said Cecil to Henry. 

George threw a look of contempt on the 
speaker. 

" You won't peach George?" asked Henry. 

" I shall do wliatever I think right, Henry." 
George joined bis brother, 

" I don't believe he will. What a pity that 
BO capital a fellow as George Herbert is up to 
nothing," s^d Henry, as he followed Maurice 
into the house. 

Charles now shewed 8 shining new-washed 
face, and a swelled noae. 

" Not much hurt, little hero," said Geoi^. 

" Not a bit, brother — I got nothing to hurt 
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arfly«*-It was only poor Dapple I was soiry 
for. Though a little hoy, one does not like to 
see one's own donkey^ — or buj thing, mauled by 
a big fellow." 

<< That great, bad^ cruel boy ?" cried Sophia. 

** Never mind him, Sophia. — Come on now 
•«— we are all well again/' said Charles. 

The party struck into the forest ; and the 
adventure was soon forgotten, among othes 
scenes fuid hiqppier pastimes than a badg«r»- 
fighti and << making a day of it.^ 
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" Welcome home, young folks," eelA old 
Mary, who waited at the door with little 
Harry to receive Ihe (.■hildren. James led Bp 
Bapi^e to the door, and lifted off Fanny, and 
the hag with the nuts. 

'■■ I hope you have had a happy day, child- 
ren," said Mrs. Herbert. " But where is 
George and Maurice ?" 

" A happy Any I" they exclaimed in a breath. 
" But poor Fanny's yellow slippers were soon 
useless, mamma; torn, atidsoaked with the long 
grass and plants, her stockings wet through, 
and her little feet hurt with sliibs and thorns. 
We threw away her shoes at last, and wrapped 
her little feet in George's bwa&«Ti^«^" 
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" Mamma, I see you always know best," swd 
Fauiy. ■■ I think to-day I paid too dear for 
my whistle — I shall read that story to-night." 

" Are you sure the whistle is fully bouglit 
yet, Fanny, my dear ?" said her mother. 
" There is a card from the Miss Coiirtneya 
within, inviting ynu all to a little dance on 
Monday evening." 

" And I have no slioes. — Oh, momma — but, 
perhaps, mamma, you will let me have — " 

" Another pair of fine slioea ? — No, my dear 
— that cannot he. I think you must read ano- 
ther of your stories to-night — which sball it 
be?" 

" ' To eat my cake and have my coie,' per- 
haps, mother," sighed Fanny. 

" That may do. — But, saving this disaster, 
was all else liappiness, Sophia?" 

" All else, mother. — Chaiies climbed so 
nimbly — and George shook so strong — and 
Fanny gathered as quick as a squirrel, while 
her shoes lasted. I did the honours of the 
dinuer-tahle — I spread the cloth ou the smooth.- 
est, keenest turf in all Vhe toieat, uuder the 
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muBt beautiiul oak ; and hid out our cold 
meat and bread, and apple-pastiea. Charlea 
brought us water iroju the spring, at least 
twenty tlmeB, our cup was bo small. If I Lad 
had the Bense, mother, to spread the cloth 
nearer the fountain." 

" But then under that oak was so beautiful, 
mamma," said Charles. " And I like to carry 

" So, Sophia, you chose your resting^-place 
rather for beauty than utility. When yon 
have to make a lasting choice, I hope you will 
try to imite them, or to think well which 
should be preferred. — And you got through 
your repast ?" 

" And a desert, mother. Sophy provided 
nuts, and bramble-herries, and sloes ; and 
then came the cntining bottle of currant wine 
Mary had pot in below aU. We drank Harry's 
health then. Dapple got as many thistles and 
things as he could set his long face to ; and 
there was plenty of cold meat for old James, 
and a bottle of ale, Sophia had made Mary 
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put up for hiia.— Was not that thon^httiil, 
mother ?" 

" And then James got cross, mamraB, becanae 
I had pnt up no cork-screw ; but Charles con- 
trived a nice one, with a bit of whip-cord, as 
he had seen Champagne corks Kired. That 
was cleverly ' improving a hint,' mother — ivas 
it not ?" 

" It snrelf looked like reflection and reason- 
ing, Sophia." 

" Like Sir Isaac Newton, seeing the apple 
fell, Kiother," said Sophia ; " or like — " 

" G| Sophia I" cried Charles, bloahing with 
mingled shame and pleasure at this grand com- 
parison. 

" To compare great things with small, it did, 
my boy, shew some, though no extraordinary 
power of reasoning." 

"But,mnmma, only think of my heedlessness 
— we had after all no salt ; and Oliarlea ran a 
mile to a woodman's hut for some. Now, the 
very last thing you said to me, when I packed 
the basket, was, ■ Sophia, have you salt. An 
you sure, my dear, you have salt ?' " 
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" And you were quite sore, Sophia ?" 

" I will never be 80 sure again, mother,, of 
any thing'." 

Mrs. Herbert ^ua inquired for her ion 
and nephew. 

" George begged, mamma, that yon would ask 
no questions about them till they came home, 
and told you all." 

"Then I ^all comply withGeorge's request, 
for I think he must hare some good reasons for 
making it. — So we may have tea, — and the 
little bruised feet must be bathed, and put to 
bed." 

" Yes, mamma," said sleepy Fanny; "and 111 
read the Whistle and ' £at my cake and have 
my cake,' to you, ou Monday eveuing, when 
the children ge to the dance, that is far off yet. 
Perhaps before theu, some of my aunts wiU 
Bend me a present of a pair of nice new drees 
ehoea." 

" And then you won't require to read warn- 
ing lessons ? — A great many chances against 
that I fear, Fanny. In the first place, to- 
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morrow is Sunday. On Mondays James does 
not go to the market-town for our parcels — 
he works in tlie garden." 

" O, but perhaps, mamma, gomothing' may 
happen." 

" That is juHt the way, Fanny, that long ag'o I 
used to indulge 'visionary hopes,'" said Sophia, 
— I would advise you against that, my dear. 
You rememlier, mamma, when I tore my ball- 
frock, and instead of mending it, I fancied per- 
haps Cinderella's good fairy would give me an- 
other, or aunt Clement ; and so put off mend> 
ing it, till I lost the ball." 

" This is oneof tho evils which aetirity and 
industry might have remedied. I fear Fanny's 
misfortunes must be borne : she can neither 
make shoes nor earn money to buy them ; nor 
can any of you make them, or earn the price 
of them for her. ' 2i u^t that suffering xhou^ 
folio,, error.- 

Fanny was too sleepy now to feel (dl the 
consequences of her rash detormination. 9h« 
sent to bed. 
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" Yon don't tell what more we saw, Sophia ? " 
said Charles. 

" George must tell part,— ^-and I washed to 
give my mother a surprise." 

" Give me pleasure, asd I shall dispenEe with 
surprise, Sophia." 

" Well, mamma, we saw a gipsy camp — a 
real gipsy camp in the forest, — tents, and 
donkeys, and fires and kettles, ■ caldrons brim- 
ming^ o'er.' " 

" How decer the children were, mother ; 
little things, no bigger than our Harry, ran a- 
bont like squirrels, and knew every eating 
thing, and its name and use. I am sure they 
are far cleverer than we are," said Charles. 

" At throe years old they may have more 
out-of-door knowledge, Charles ; hut at nine 
and ten, will they know their duties, or have 
learned those things they are afterwards to 
practise, as well aa you ?" 

" A fellow little bigger than Hany can 
fish, and snare birds and hares — and do every- 
thing," said Charles. " I talked with him a 
long while. At a race he almost beat me— 
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andfairly tlirew me at a wresile. Now G«iorg;e 
says I am a good wrestler for my inches/' 

<< And what did he beside, Charies ?" s^d 
Sophia, laughing — <' picked yonr podket." 

*^ Is it not a pity, mother, so derer a boy 
should be so mean as to pick ofP my handkttr^ 
<irief aadpetfjdiife? I was airiMHtted to tefl it 
^him." 

<< And BO dishonest as well as mean, (^ikAm^* 
sud his mother. <' This will teach yon to h& 
iDiO^ esntions in forming intimacies wi<li iftiQlse 
whottij wiHiont any unfair snspfeion, j4m ma^, 
fiN>m tlieij^ hdbils and edncation, presinne to be 
probably liai«, dishonest, ignoiluit aUd ntfiMa. 
minded/' 

** And poor and shodong dirty, motber.** 

" No, Bopfaia, — a boy may be very dirfy, 
which is a fsLtSty and va*y poor, which is ofkfii 
no fank-Msieldom can be a fiudt ki a bay> dwd 
yet have none of those Vices/' 

^ Those chaps are so numi^ and dever, mo- 
ther," said Chartes. 

*< And you prefer a clever rogue (0 a plabi 
iRW6!rt boy?" 
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" Not for a friend, motlier — but for a half- 
hour or so in the forest — at ball — or at a foot- 

" And you see what comes of it, — your as- 
sociates dis^ace you and pick your pocket. 
Boys first like a clecer rogue at ball — or a 
fiwrt-racfl — or a badger-fighf — then in the box- 
ing- ring — next on the driving-box — then at a 
horse-race, or the gaming-table." 

" Think of that, Chiu-les— a badger-figbt," 
said Sophia, earnestly. " I am sure, mother, 
I hope I never shall look at any bad dangerous 
boy again, when I can avoid him, except jnst 
to loot how be does things so cleverly." 

" If you can pi-oSt by what ig good in a 
dever rogue and avoid what is bad, Charles, 
yon wm make the best of him ; but it is a 
perilous experiment, my dear boy, — you beat 
hnow yonr oWb stretch of mind — your 
power of resisting temptation." 

The elder boys now came home, and were 
csgnally questioned about their delay, by Mrs. 
Hnrbert. 
" I wonld like if yon please, moAcr, not to 
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answer any question ; but if you wish it you 
sliall hear all — hear all, at least that relates to 
me* 

<< No, George, I respect your reasons, un- 
Imown as they are. I haye no question to put 
to you->-I confide you to your own under- 
standing — your own sense of propriety. As 
you must soon act whdily for yourself, the 
sooner you learn to- judge, and rely on your- 
self the better." 

<< Thank you, mother — I hope I shall de- 
serve your good opinion." 

Sophia looked at Maurice, who hung bis 
head. 

" If I were you, Maurice, I would tell 
mamma all" whispered, Charles ; ^< I would 
be so -much hap|liier when I had made a -dean 
Inreast." 

^ My aunt would be so offended — perhaps 
write to my father." 

^^ I am sure she would not be very much 
offended-^-only sorry for what you had done a 
little; and glad, a great deal, that you were 
an honest boy. That was what my mother said 
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tbe day I fbnnd 1 had broke the smoke-jack 
in toy esperimeitta, and Sally iraa innocently 
btsmed, till I went and told how I had done 
it myself." 
Maurice could not he hrought to this pitch. 
" He said he would not tell a lie — but he 
need not tell about it at all." 

The tea-table was cleared. What Diver- 
dons of Hollycot to-night ?" eiiid Mrs. Her- 
■ bert. 

" Forest trees, mother, and all ahontthem," 
cried Sopliia. 

" Ahont the gipsies if you pleaso, mother," 
cried Charles. — " Where may we read about 
the gipsies," 

" Or about mushrooms. I have not forgot 
all day those good little girla who have the 
power of doing so much for their poor mother. 
When shall I be able to do any thing fiir yon, 
mamma? — yon who do all foms. Think of that 
' respectable child' — yon called her so, mother, 
atd I never heard you call a little girl so be- 
fore — earning a whole three shillings in one 
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<< I named her as I thought her, SopUa* 
She is a respectable chfld — The At^ the unful 
mudt idways be respectable^ at whatever age, 
and in whatever rank. But it is not poor child- 
ren alone— nor is it by money only^ that child- 
ren may be useful to. their parents and firienda. 
As you have not fixed on the amusement of 
the evening, I will recommend you a new 
page of your Rational Readings^ the Eaily 
Life of Lady Grisell Baillie." 

" A real life, mother ?" 

<< Real and true, Sophia." 



MEMOIR OF GRISELL BAILLIE. 

'< Lady Grisell Baillie, of whom I am going 
to tell you, was the eldest of a very large &- 
mily. In large families the eldest daughter 
has often numerous duties r GrisdOi had her foil 
share of the hardships of seniority, but she 
gained, as she well deserved, all its honoam 
and privileges. She was bom in the reign of 
Charles II. Her father was Sir Patriek 
VLome, afterwards Earl of Marchmont. Hia 
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friends, wlio were virtuous, patriotic men, the 
champions and defenders of liberty and reli- 
^on, were, about tbJs time, brou^iit into great' 
trouble by tbelr honest principles. When 
only twelve years of age, Lady Grisell was sent 
by her father from his conntry-house to Edin- 
burgh, where his particular friend, Mr. Baillie 
of Jerviswood, was then in prison, to try to 
convey a letter to him containing' advice and 
iut«IIigence, and -to bring back news of him to 
her father. So well did she conduct herself 
on this mission, that in all the subsequent dif- 
ficulties and perils of her father, she was tcuet- 
ed with the utmost confidence. Though in 
years she was still a child, her honourable se- 
crecy, her prudence, her courage, her firmness, 
her presence of mind, were worthy of any age. . 
When her father was confined in Dumbarton 
Citstle for his honesty and patriotism, she ■ 
visit«d and cheered him with news of his fa^ ■ 
rnily ; and she took many journeys on his ac- 
count, under the direction of her mother, of 
wliich, from her tender years, no one suspect- 
ed the object. Shortly afteiyjaifta, "w^« 
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Patrick, after being released, fonnd it necea- 
gary to keep concealed to aroid a fresh impris- 
onment, and almost certain death, yoiing Grisell 
was his preserver — she only, her mother, and a 
poor viliage carpenter whom they were forced 
to intrust, knew of bis place of concealment. 
The servants were often examined on oath 
about their master, so that it was impoBsible 
to trust any of them ; and very frequent search 
was made in the house for Sir Patrick, whom 
the servants believed fas distant. 

" His real place of concealmetit was a burial 
vault under the church of Polwarth, — damp, 
utterly dark, and cojufoitless. To thiii place 
Jamie Winter, the carpenter — I love to repeat 
his name, for be was a fiutbful, friendly man — 
and Lady Giiaell, conveyed a bed and bedding. 
This vault was a, mile dislaut &om Sir Pa- 
trick's mansion ; but thither his heroic young 
daughter went every night at midnight to con- 
vey him food and drink, and to make his bed ; 
and by her news of his family, and cbcerfiil 
and affectionate talk, to beguile his solitude.** 
Sophia Herbert gazed on her mother, her 
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large brown eyes dilated with admiration and 
wonder. 

" Lady Grisell was not a coward, mother," 
eaid Charles, equally interested. 

" Her afFection conqnereil her fears, Char- 
les. Like all younj persons reared in Scot- 
land at that time, she had till then a strong 
terror of gfhosts and church -yards ; but now 
Iota for her father made her stnmble over the 
graves erery niglit alone, without fearing any 
thing, save parties of soldiers in search of 
him. The mtniater's dog barked all night 
long: she was not afraid of the dog, but of 
discovery. It was nec«ss8ry that neither the 
younger children nor the servants, should 
sn^ect that there was an unaeen mouth to be 
fed, and Grisell waa obliged to steal the vic- 
tuals off her own plate into her lap, at dinner, 
to supply him. Her voracity at table aston- 
ished the other children, who did not per- 
ceive how the missing victuals went ; and her 
stratagemi" to abstract food often occasioned 
much merriment to ber fiither, in his dark and 
doleful prison. -li jt i^ .!_- -S - ^ - - 
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" It was 8l last resolved, that a more cora- 
fortablc place of concealment should, if possi- 
ble, be procured for Sir PBtrick. Grisell kept 
the key of a low room, in which there was a 
bed that drew out. She and her coadjutor, 
Jamie Winter, contrived to dig a, hole tinder 
this bed. They were obliged to work in the 
night time only, and to carry out the earth 
between them in a sheet, by a window into 
the garden. Lady Grisell ecratcbed at tliiH 
hole till not a nail was left on her fin^rs. At 
his own honse the carpenter made a box, which 
was to lit this bole, and to contain bedding, ao 
that Sir Patrick might be concealed here in 
case of a strict search. It was covered with 
boards, in which air-holes were bored. Bat, 
alas ! all poor Grieell's hopes and tahours wen 
Tain. The ground was so low here, that the 
hole, so painfully excavated, filled with water i 
and to her horror, one day when the upper 
hoards were removed, the box bounded, float* 
ing np. 

•■ Her father now resolved to attempt to g;et 
abroad, as the alarm of the family was much 



increased, by hearing from the carrier, that 
M. Biullie of Jerviswood, the friend to whom 
Grisell had conveyed the letter in prison, was, 
hy a most unjuat sentcace, executed at Edin- 
biugh. 'Ever alert, active, and usefiil, Grisell 
now worked night and day in altering lier fa- 
ther's c!othe», BO as to disguiae hj» person. 
He escaped as if by a miracle ; and, after 
many hardships, got to Holland, where he 
assumed the name of Dr. Wallace, and sent 
for his wife and ten children. Sir Patrick's 
estates had been forfeited ; bnt his wife, by en- 
treaty, obtained a small pittance to maintain 
her children ; and this was all they had to live 
upon abroad. Again, the virtues and activity 
of yoang Grisell became the support and com- 
fint of her family. She first helped her mo' 
ther to take the younger children abroad, and 
then returned alone from Holland to Scotland 
to conduct over a sick sister, at an age when 
other girls are scarce permitted to travel 
alone for thirty miles in a stage-coacli. She 
nursed her sister during a tedious and very 
bad passage, in which lb.e WiiaVv^ *Ji -Csuhm*. 
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young girla were greatly f^^ravatcd by tfae 
brutality of the Dutdi captain, Wio eat iip 
their little eea-storos, and sulferetl tbem to lie 
on the bare floor, with a pillow uf the book^ 
Grisell was carrying' over to her father," 

The indignation of Charles was eiu.'esBiTe Bt 
this part of bis mother's narrative. His eyes 
sparkled, and he involuntarily clenched his 
little fists. " Brute of a Dutch captain !" he 
cried. " No English sailor, mother, could " 

" And few Diitcli, I hope, Charles ; but, n» 
you cannot have the pleasure of boxing' the 
Dutch captain, I may go on with my story. 
It was a dark, wet, stormy night when ray 
heruino and her Bister, Julian, landed at BriH^ 
They had to walk to Rotterdam, where 
Sir Patrick's eldest son, tlieir brother, met 
them, Poor sickly Jidian soon lost her shoes 
in the mud — as my poor Fanny lost hers to- 
day — and the heroic Grisell took her sister on' 
her back, and carried her to Rotterdam." 

■■ If I had thought, I am sure I could have 
carried Fanny a good way to-day on my barik,**; 
Mid Sophie 
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" And 80 bare been like Lady Grisell 
Home," said ber mother, smiling. " But you 
bad poor Dapple, and old James, and George, 
all more able, and as wUliog' to carry Fanny. 
It would not have been like gensible, consid- 
erate Liody Grisell, to do a useless tbing'i bow- 
erer kind. Her services were ever as useful 
as tbey were cheerfully and affectionately be- 
stowed. During the years that the family re* 
mained in exile and comparatire poverty, she 
was the greatest blessing to ber parents, and 
to her brothers and sisters." 

" Mother, I shall never be like her," sighed 
Sophia. " But I may try — you always tell 
me, mamma, that I may try." 

<' Certainly, Sophia ; and that you may 
have the clearer an idea of the model you have 
choaen, 1 will relate this part of tlie story of 
Ltuly Grisell Baillie, in nearly the very words 
of her own affectionate daughter, 

" Sir Patrick, Lady Grisell's father, I told 
you, went by the name of Dr. Wallace, 
for fear of being discovered, tliough his real 
rank was well known, ivt ibe OixuA. lA SW. 
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Prince o( Orange. There were at that time 
many Enfrlish and Scottish gentlemen who 
suffered for their priueiplcs, livii^ in exile aX 
the same place, Utrecht. Sir Patrick's family 
liked to have a good house, and their dwelling 
was the resort of all adherents of the cause of 
liberty then in exile. They paid nearly ttfourth 
of their whole income for their house ; and so 
conid not afford keeping any servant but a lit- 
tie girl to wash the dishes. < All the time 
tiiey were there,' says Lady Griseil's daugh- 
ter, ' there was not a week ray mother did 
nut Bit up two nights to do the husiness that 
was necessary. She went to the market — 
went to the mill to have their com ground, 
which is the custom with good managers in 
Holland — dressed the linen — cleaoed the 
house — ^made ready the dinner — mended th» 
children's stockings and other clothes — made 
what she could for them, — and, in short, did 
ererything. Hersigter, Christian, tKverted her 
father and mother, and the rest who were fond 
of music — ^for, out of their small income, they 
■At a harpsichnrA ?ot \\Vi\e Tnom;^' — Ch»U- 
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tian played and sung, and had a great deal of 
life and humow, but no turn to business ; 
thong'li Lady Grisell had the game qualitica^ 
tioas, and liked music as well as her sister, 
she was content to drudg* ; and many Jokes 
passed between the sisters about their diifer- 
ent oeoapations.' Every morning before »ix 
Grieell lighted the fire iu hei' father's study, 
then waked hira, and got him a warm draught of 
beer and bitters, which lie usually took. Then 
she dressed the younger children, and brought 
them to her father, who taught them every 
thing that was iit fur their age. Grisell, when 
she had a moment's leisnre, took a lesson with 
the rest in French or Dutch, and sometimes 
found a few minutes for music. 

" • I have,' says her daughter Lady Mur- 
ray, ' now a book of songs of her writing 
when in Holland. Many of them interrupt- 
ed, half writ, and some broke off in the mid' 
die of a sentence. She had no less a turn for 
mirth and society than any ot' the family when' 
— mark, Sophia— ' the could coma atit mA - 
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out neffledinff witat she thought more necet- 

" Her eldest brother Patrick vaa aboat her 
oi™ age. They had been bred up t<^ether ; 
and he was ' her most dearly beloved.' He 
was admitted a prirato volunteer in the Prince 
of Orange's harse-guards, tdl better fortune 
came ; and it ■was her pride to have Lint ap- 
pear like a gentleman in his dress and linen. 
The Guards wore point cravats and cufis; and 
many a night Grisell sat up to have these in 
as good order for her brother as those of any- 
richer youth in tlic place. 

" ' As,' says her daughter, ' their Itoiue 
was always full of unfortunate banished peo- 
ple, they sehlom went to dinner without three, 
or four, or five of them to share with them. 
Many a hundred times I have heard her say 
she could never look back upon their manner 
of living there without thinkiug it a miracle. 
They had no want, but plenty of every thin^ 
they desired, and much contentment. She al- 
w:^ declared this the most pleoaing part of 
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her life, thongh they were not without thetr 
little distreasea ; but to them tfaeywere rather 
jokes than grieranceE.' — 1 nm going' to tell you 
&n anecdote now, Charles,'' said' Mre. Her- 
btRt. " Tl>e ^irofegsora iuid leai'ned men of the 
place often ir^ame to eee GriHell's lather. The 
best entertuninent he could give them was a 
glass of alabast beer, which was a better kind 
of ale than common. Ooe day Sir Patrick 
sent his little son Andrew, afterwards Lord 
Kimmergliame, to draw some for them in the 
cellar. He brought it up with aU expedition ; 
hut in the other hand the spigot of the barrel. 
' Andrew, what Ih that in your hand ?' said his 
father. Wlien Andrew saw it he ran back 
with all speed ; but altw ! the beer was ail run 
out before he got down. This occasioned 
much mirth, though perhaps they did not weli 
hnow where to get more," 

" What a good affectionate family," said 
George Herbert to his mother. " This is the 
true philosophy of daily life, mother." 

" ¥m, tny dew Gfeorge ; and theirg 
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their qffeetionateness, tlieir union wu thieir 
dearest happiness — for their prospects at tliu 
time were dark onoiigh. They were of- 
ten reduced to great hardships, by the &il- 
Tjre of even the scanty remtttaiices they 
expected from home. It was the cnstooi 
in Holland to solicit alms for the poor, bjr 
going from bonse to house with a bell. One 
evening the beU came to Sir Patrick's doop, 
and there was no money in the house, but % 
very small coin, called an orkey, which is about 
the third of a penny. Every one was bo 
ashamed tliat no one would oiFer it, till Sir 
Patiick himself, set them the example of pur« 
and humble charity. — ' Well, then I will go 
with it,' he Bwd, ' We can do no more than 
give all we have.' " 

" This was like the widow's mite in tha 
gospel, motlier," said Sophia. 

" It was, my dear, in the same true nnaffec- 
ted spirit of charity — But what, Sophia, was 
it unlikt ?" 

Sophia hung her head. — " It is enough, mj 
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dear child, that I perceive yoa remember aad 
feel what it was unlike. I don't wish to hear 
more of it." 

" But I will tell, motUer — It was unlike me, 
proud and perverse, when I refused last week 
to pive any thing to the subacription fur bury- 
ing the Widow Feiuiiug's cliild, beuaiiee the 
Courtneys gave a half-crown each, and I had 
only Bixpeaoe to bestow. Do, tell us now, mo- 
ther, if yoa please, what became of Lady 
GriBell?" 

" I did not wish to extort this candid con- 
fession from you, Sophia — you know I prize 
qniet, steady amendment far above a h)nd 
avowal of faults ; bnt yours was a generous im- 
pulse. — Of Lady Grisell, like most other ladies, 
Sophia, the latter euil was like the beginning: 
--^he Lved to a great age, vii'tuous, and hon- 
oured, and happy, and universally beloved. 
Some other time I may tell yon the rest of 
her story. She returned to England with her 
mother and the Princess of Orange, after the 
Revolution in 1688. Her father was now 
high in power at Court ; an.4 tVie w** «'&«sSi. 
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the place of maid of liononr ; but she rather 
chose to go to Scotland with her family. 
This aov, Sophia, was a very young glri 
whose aerrices were of a higher kind to her 
family than those that conld be paid by the 
little mnshrooni -gatherer ; tor, with equal afFec- 
tion for her parents, she poasesaed a better 
education, and far greater power of miiid. — A 
child in years, she almost preserrcd her fo- 
ther's life, and in ho doing re-e!dtablished the 
fortunes of her fumily. She was even instrn- 
mental in obtaining the blessings of eiril and 
religious freedom to her country." 

" I know one of her songs, mother, mode 
in Holland, I daresay while she cleaned the 
house, and dressed the dinner, and did bo 
much," said Sophie. 

" Sing it for me, — pray do, Sophia," said 
Charies. 

" I will, Charles, — It says. 
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eie nt my ban licbt 1 viad iee." 

"" Ligbtnesa of heart 'waa uvd«ed one of her 
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many admirable quslitiee. Let me vow en- 
grave on yonr memory some more of her ex- 
cellencies. Receive some of tliem a,t maxims, 
Sophia. I give them in her daughter's lan- 
guage. — ' Though she had the greatest reason, 
from the deference always paid to her judg- 
iDeat, to be conceited, she wbb void of the 
least self-conceit, and often gare up her own 
opinion to that of others. If it was to those she 
loved, she did it from a desire of preferring 
their pleaeure to her own. Of any one I crer 
knew, she was the most entirely void of the 
leaet ingredient of selfishness — at aJl times ever 
ctmsidered herself in the last place, or rather 
never thought of herself at aU. In nothing did 
the capacity of her mind appear more than in 
this, — that tchatever she did she could apply 
kertelfio ttronffly and thorojighly to it, thai a 
bff'Hafider might imagine thai to be her parti- 
cular attachment, lyings of the greatest mo- 
meiU did not make her forget trifles that joere 
fit to be thougktof, which »he ofien warned her 
daughters of, — saying, if neglected, they would 
become things of moment. S^e V^ »■ ^»"'»'^^ '^'^ 
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passing from greatthings to small ones, witha 
readiness that was surprising ; and whatever 
she did the same character appeared in it — 
sprightliness, attentioD, and good humour. She 
possessed herself so thoronghly, that I hare 
often heard her say, she never Aneia wkcU it 
■was iofind herself indisposed to do any thing 
that site thought was proper to be done. She 
was much deToted to piety and the service of 
God. People who exercise themselves mndi 
in this way,' says Lady Murray, ' are often 
observed to contract a morose way of thinking 
concerning others, of which ray mother had no 
tincture. Her religion improved her in chari. 
ty, and patience for other people's failings, and 
forgiveness of injuries ; and no douht waa un% 
great source of that constant clieerfulness for 
which slie was so remarkable. She was al- 
ways an early riser, and often recommended it 
to ns as the best time to perform onr duty 
either to God or man.' " 

" Such a beautiful model, mother — and all 
true," said Sophia. 

Timt indeed gives dou\iV« v&Wc \a U\e les. 
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son — all true, SopUa. And what one girl has 
been another infiy lie. Lady Griacll Baillie is 
no specimen of imaginary perfection. Now 
you may sing Charles his aong, if you please ; 
and then if we have still leisure, Georg-e ean, 
I ani sure, treat us with what will delight yon, 
some lines from Mrs. Joanna BaiUie's Legend 
of Lady Grisell Baillie." 

" That will be delightful," cried Sophia. " I 
was afraid there was no poetry about her." 

" And thought of trying a verse or two 
youreelf, I presume," said Geoi'ge. 

" Don't laugh at me, brother ; I may try to 
be a little like bei-, though, in some small things. 
— May 1 not, mother ?" 

" That will be better, Sophia, than trying 
the verse, — so give uh your song." 

Sophia's song was not very well sung. It 
was new to her ; but her audience were pleased 
with the poet, the subject, and the singer; 
and it wan new to them also. She resolved to 
practise it in tlic following week. George's 
reading was much finer- Mrs. Herbert smiled 
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gently as she saw tears nidi into the eyes of 
the young auditors. 

« O charming Lady Grisell," cried Sophiar— 
<< I hope I shall dream of her all night." 

<^ It will be better to imitate her all day, 
my dear/' said Mrs. Herbert, smiling — << but 
I don't grudge you a little dream too*'* 
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SUNDAY AT HOLLYCOT. 



There were no stated leseonB, and no Ol- 
versions at Hollycot on Sonday. The family, 
with the exception of little Harry, went to 
churcb — the children siud their catechisms and 
Sunday lessons partly before dinner, and part- 
ly after dinner. At dinner both Maurice 
and Charles tbouglit it very agreeable that 
there was a nice lai^e pudding, which So- 
phia lia<l made before breakfast, under tlie 
direction of Sally, and now carved, helping 
every one, and Uraurice twice, till she liad left 
none for herself. 

" You see your sigter can do something 
. useful, Georjje," said Mra. HftAtrt. 
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<< And I am very glad of it— the ^ Sophia 
pudding^ is capital." 

" Grisell Home went to the mill, and ironed 
her brother's shirts," said Sophia : << she was 
a baronet's daughter of an old &mily." 

<^ Is the precedent quoted to save Sophia 
Herbert's digfnity ?" said George. ^^ But you 
need not have helped the last morsel to Mau- 
rice, and tasted none of the fruits of your 
own labour, to which you were well entitled. 
Do you fancy empty praise better than solid 

pudding r 

<< I'll give you all my share of the cherries, 
Sophia," said Charles ; ^^ for you had no pud- 
ding r 

<< And if you please to * take some of miney 
cousin," said Maurice. Greorge looked up in 
haste. << I Wkejusiicef George," said Mrs, 
Herbert ; ^< fair dealing as well as you can dc^ 
eyen in dividing pudding — ^but I like generosi- 
ty also. It is twice blest — as you see here." 

The children afterwards walked for some time 
in the orchard, and in the neighbouring mea- 
4ow8 With their mother. She talked, but 



SUNUAV AT HOLLYUOT. 91 

uot much, of the wonders of God in tUe crea- 
tioii ; of the various habits anil powers of aui- 
mals ; and of the eKquiaile and beneficent adap' 
tatiott of every being' to the stute and circum- 
stances in which it ia placed by Providence. 
This was a kind of Sunday conversation of 
whii^ the children never wearied, though 
their mother did uot choose to pursue it too far. 
" Yon remember, Fanny, what one of your 
hymns says — one of your prose hymna ?" 

" Yes, manuna — my Mra. Barbaold — 1 
know what you mean." 

" Tliere is little need that I sliould tell you 
of Gob, tor every thing speaks of Him." 

" If our small apartment at home he foand 
to contain so many wonders of power, wis- 
duRi, and goodness, how many more ore now 
within our obsei'vation — in these fields ; among 
these birds, and bexsts, and plants ; and in 
that blue sky over our heads ! — how many 
traces of gracious design, from the smallest 
blade of grass which the dew refreshes, np to 
that glorious sun ! Every thing indeed speaks 
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of Him, could we but listen to its Toice, ( 
deratand its language," 

Sophia was tlds year reading the Pt/ffrim's 
Progress, on Sundays, for a second pemsal. 
She had formerly read it with Charles. They 
did not at first comprehend it all, hut they had 
some apprehension of its design. They knew 
more than they could well explain, and enjoy* 
ed the pleasure of farther discovery. 

Their mother, when a little girl, had liked 
this book su well, that she could not refuse 
them the pleasure of reading iL CharleH 
liked to look at the prints, — to read of Great- 
Heart, and the ^bt of Christimi with Apol- 
lyon ; and a few lines which she found in 
Cowper gave Sophia a hey to this delightiol 
book. These lines spoke of Bunyan who wrote 
this book. 



Sicect fictioD, and sw«t truth, alike prevnil ; 

While hum'routvein, atroug kdh, and limple Stji^\ 

Kld>r teach the giynt, rnnke the giivnt imlU 
Wilt; and well-eiaployed, and like thy Lokd, 
bfMkiDg in parablet hU alighted word." 
pv Sunday tke children were allowed j 
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read, at their plcBSure, the Memoira of Pioux 
Men. They read of Bisliop Jewell, and Bishop 
Andrew, and Usher, and Latimer, and many 
other good men, Fathers of tlie Church, who 
had been eminent Chriiitians ; so that, besides 
the Bible, they had a variety of Sunday books, 
either ta read together or alone — At Hollycot 
Sunday was never a weai-y day. 

Charles tbiind a pass^^e in his Bible this 
evening which particularly struck him ; and ho 
broug^ht it to shpw Sophia. He would have 
liked to shew it to his mother too ; but tlie was 
reading with George in some new book of ser- 
mons. The passage he pointed out to Sophiu 
was in the xiii. Chapter of Uenesis, which 
tells of the strife between the herdsmen ai 
Abraham and of Lot. 

" Verse B. And Abraham said unto Lot, let 
there be no etrite, I pray thee, between me 
and thee ; and between thy herdmen and my 
herdmen ; for we be brethren. 

*' Verse 9. Is not the whole land before thee. 
Separate thyself, I pray thee, from me ; if thou 
wilt take the left liand, then wvW \ ^ xa *«» 
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right; or if thou depart to the right hand, 
then I will go to the left." 

" That is a lovely lesson," said Sophiii. 
" Did you find it out yourself, Charles ?" 

" Yes I did, Sophia. I was reading without 
muuh thinking. My Rationai. Readings are 
the beat for me ; for 1 can't read them without 
thiaking whether I will or not. But 1 read 
theeewoTds,' for ire be brelhreTi ;' and I thought 
of what mamma a^d to us once when we were 
quarrelling." 

" That was long ago, Charles, about the 
clieriy-atones — such trifles to quarrel about." 

" It was on Wednesday last, Sophia." 

" Only Wednesday ! well I thought it wae 
a month almost ; you are such ' a day-and-date 
man,' Charles, and mctasure -and- weight man." 

" But, Sophy, that keeps me from telling 
lies — I mean from forgetting things, riffht as 

" Mother, you are hearing what Charles 
says, I see. Perhaps if I sometimea try to 
make right things a little more riffkl than tJ 
are, I am sure it;^ia not tU-uatared that." 
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" Only false, Sophia," said Mrs. Herbert, 
mildly. 

" Only being stunetimea a little ' poetical 
in your prose,' Miss Herbert," aaid George. 

" You mean that I am a " Sophia's 

eyes filled witb tears, in her hesitation to pro- 
nounce the odious name. 

" No, sister, I would be shocked to call yon 
so — doublyshocked to think yon deserved to be 
so called, — bnt I do think you are often heed- 
less of what you say. Last day, when Miss 
Pratt said, how well and fresh my mother's 
grey silk gown looked, you replied, ' And 
mamma has worn it almost evei-y day for two 
years.' Now, Sophia, I remembered that I 
carried it from London only last year about 
Christmas. I think many good-natured ladies 
are bad ' day-and-date men,' as you choose to 
call it ; and 1 fancy they learn this heedless trick 
when they are little gtrla." 

" I do wish I conld reform myself of this 
bad habit ; you know I would not teU a kiwwn 
lie for the world , — if I could only know — " 

" You may easily know "wV^tv ■^wji ^x^d 
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deceive — ^to make the thin^ that is not, b< 
lieved to exist." 

« Well, if I be but ooce ' poeticitl In my 
pi-ose' all next week, brother, I g^ve yon leave 
to call me as bad as you please ; but this is 
scarce Sabbatli evening discourse, I believe, 
George." 

" What 1 bearing of our faults from onr 
friends, and forming and expressing resolntions 
to amend them 7 I think this excellent Sabbath 
discourse, Sophia," said A'Irs. Herbert. 

" 1 liked what Charles found out ahout 
Ahrnhani and Lot better, mother," 

" It was more pleasing to you, I am sure." 

" I shall ever study to have the temper of 
Abraham," said Sophia. 

" And 1 will bo like Abraham too," added 
Charles. 

" Then who is to be Lot ?" said Sophia. 

" Do you both try more and more to culti- 
vate the divine temper of Abraham, my doar 
children ; and do not fear but that among yoar 

L brethren of mankind yon find enoogh 1&^^ 
r .J 
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Harry was now made to repeat hia little 
questions from the Mother's Catechism, and to 
recite two verses of his hymn. It wjis, So- 
phia thought, exceedingly beautiful ; and after 
George had read family prayers, she sung 
it very sweetly to a pieco of sacred music, 
which her young aunt had taught her. Be- 
fore the family dispersed, George made her 
an ample apology for the harshness of his 
reproof of her " poetical" licenses ; and she 
thanked him with tears, and renewed her good 
resolutions for the next week. This was the 
hymn Sophia sung : — i 



'■ fly .:qq1 Siloam'. shady rill 
How tweet the lily grows! 

How sweet the bmtli bcncith the hill 
OfShsron'idewyroK! 


" Lo sucb the chUd wboH early fret 
The paihi of puce hivB trod ; 

Whose •ecret heart, with influence eweel, 
b upwatd drawn to Cod ! 


"Bye 
Th. 

The. 


'ool Sill 
Hllym. 

OKlbsl 


lam-i tbidy rill 

»tde«,y; 

ibloomgbeMathtbehUI 
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'< And soon, too aoon, the wintry hour 

Of man's maturer age 
Will shake the soul with sorrow's power, 

And stormy paaaipn's rage. 

f ' O Thou, whose infimt feet were found 

Within thy Father's shrine ! 
Whose years, wi(h changeless virtue crown'd. 

Wen an alike Divine !— 

M Dependent on thy bounteous breath. 

We seek thy grsoe aknei 
Ip childhood, manhood, i^ and de^, 

TjO keep us still thine own !' 



i>» 



LIGHTS AND SHADOWS. 




CHAPTER V. 



" Next moming, at eight o'clock, when Mrs. 
Herbert enti^red the dining-room, ehe saw 
Charles, his face all flushed, Btrug^ling with 
Sophia for a battledoor, and Sophia resisting 
with all her might, and weeping. 

" Charlea is soch a rude boy, mother," she 
cried, dropping her hold of him. 

" Sopliia is so unreasonable — so provoking, 
mother," cried Charles. 

The object of contest dropt between them 
on the carpet. Mrs. Herbert tookJier seat in 
siJence; and Jiltie Fanny came w'vl^iVet V^ron^- 
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book to repeat, ^^ Let dogs delight to bark and 
bite." 

** Who bade you learn 4;his, Fanny?" 

<< Mamma, I did it of myself to be like 
Princess Charlotte, when she was a little girl 
long ago ; and because Charles said last night 
this was a good hymn ; and I fancied you would 
like me to know it*" 

^< Plenty of reasons, and all good ones, — and 
there is yet another and a better than all. It 
will do good to your own little self — ^make yon 
a better and a happier girl. — Now repeat.^' 

Fanny repeated the well-known hymn of the 
children's friend, the venerable Dr. Watts ; 
and, we must own, very imperfectly. 

<' My dear little girl, I did not bid you learn 
this hymn this morning ; but I do bid you iearo 
thoroughly well whatever you do learn*'? ' 

<^ Mamma, Sophia would not hear me fop 
quarrelling with Charles about that nasty bat- 
tledoor." 

<< It is not nastyy* said the owner. ^^ It is a 

very good battledoor ; Bob Sibthorpe made it 

for me; and I would not \iavft Tcixisft^ Vx» Vk 
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Sophia if she had asked it uirilly : — there it is 

" Yoaknow, Charles, I give yon evety thing 
i/eforeyajtask, — I gave you my new skipping- 
rope, and my tamhourine, nnd many tilings. — I 
won't hftve your battledoor now, — I don't care 
for it, — I have plenty of toys of my own." 

" It would have been well, Sophia, that you 
had recollected that sooner ; you appear to have 
a very accurate memory for all yon give. Take 
jtp the battledoor, Charles, and be gone. Let ' 
us not have a scene of recrimination and pal- 
try excuisee after one of violence and rude 
quarrelling. The battledoor is, it seems, your 
property. I am sorry to find that the use yon 
make of it does not shew you to he either a 
generous boy or a kind brother." 

" Oh, mother ! it was not nil Charles's 
fault," cried Sophia, in tears. 

" I do not excuse you, Sophia ; you own 
that you have quarrelled with your brother a- 
boot B plaything, which you do not even care 
to have^-wid which you affect to despise." 

■' 1 hare been very bad," siyWA Stt<^V\*. 
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^^NOf motlier, it was most my £buiIV *Bad 
Charles. ** I was too late of rising ; I was 
iMumingpjpay verb in the stair* window, an4 I 
hflld my batkledoor. ^ Give me your battle-* 
door/ says Sophia. < Hear me my verb before 
you go; i|o play,' says I. < I won't just yet,* 

•ays she-^'*. 

, ^< I h&re no leisure, Charles, for < says I and 
says she*' It is now within five minutes of tha 
houp whra you must go to Mr. Dodsley, and 
* yon have not had breakfasts If Sophia and 
you cannot agree, you must be separated." 

" Oh, Charles, how soon you — that is we — . 
forgot about Abraham and Lot. I thought, 
last night, we never would quarrel in our Uvea 
again about any thing-^i^or toe be brethren" 

" And to quarrel about a battledoor ; and 
vex mamma-rr^)ir to quarrel about any thing — 
I am so sorry, Sophia." 

<' Mother," said Sophia, ^< we are so soiry 
••--if you will pardon us " 

^^ Real sorrow, useful sorrow, brings amend-* 

ment, Sophia* When I see you living together 

//Jte S brother and sist^r^-liVc T«X\otv«2k ^xA %£- 
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fi!Utionat« creatui^s — I sltall be sure you wcrii 

Tte children eat their bread and milk in si- 
lence ; and Charles went oS to suhuol. Sophia 
aud Funny weut tin'ougii their usual daily les- 
iions with their mother. When Sophia had 
read her French lesson, and written tea lines 
of translation, which her mother said was very 
well dune, aud done a long sum on her elate, 
and given Fanny a lesson in geography, instead 
of going to walk, or to her garden to weed, 
or out to romp with Fanny, she rei|uestecl her 
mother to give her a collar to stitch of tlio 
new Bet of shirts that were making for Charles. 
" I do not wish you to work, Sophia, in your 
hours of exercise or amusement — every tiling 
in its OHii time." 

" I should like, if you please, to do some- 
thing for Charles to-day." 

Mrs. Herbert never refused her children 
any reasonable indulgence — and the reijuesE 
was granted, Sophia being first warned, that 
if she offered — tmlunteered — to work, nillior 
rban amuse herself for two Wvi^a, Njot"* ■^';. 
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■ 

mmfky and liMt steadily. And sbe did so. She 
stilM^d a irliole row, and occa^onally assist- 
ed Fannj witib a new pettiooat to Fatima : — 
ftT' Fa&ny was a neat little Englishwoman ; 
atodwassoshoeked that^Faitinia*8 ganae«^fpas- 
l^ed trowsers covered mere rags^ thait she de- 
termined to pot her into decent petticdats ih 
snffici^it numher. ^^ Mamma, I think I woHc 
rather neatly new,** said Sopfai»-*->< ddnHl yon 
tiiink sbi^ But how awkwardly, my deait ^Fan, 
yes do &or9 at that rag." 

^< it is not a rag, Sophia ; it is my Fatima\9i 
new petticoat." 

^ Yes, yesj it is, my little den*, a nioe dim- 
ity petticoat." 

" Don*t look canning, Sophia. I am not 
snch a little dear. I have sense too. Keep 
year awkward finger eut of my eye." 

<< Sense yon have — and work far bett^ than 
I did last year^*^ But, mamma, what did the 
lady mean who called on you last week, hy 
saying, < Girls should learn to do every thing 
neatlf/ in the ftrst |daoe ; hi the second place 
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" That lady mei-ely repeated the words of 
a maa who liked to say things to make people 
stare, Sophia. If he meant any thin^, he 
meant tliat girls should avoid awkii-ard tritks 
and postures ; such, for example, as yonr trick 
of spreading' out your little fing-er every «titch 
you draw, to the peril just now of Fanny's 

" Indeed, mother, it won't stay down." 
" Down it must, Sophia :" and, under the 
vigilant eye of her mother, Sophia got over 
this ridicnloua little habit tolerahly well in a 
half-hour. 

" Oh, mother, if I could aa easily core my- 
self of being cross, and rather ' poeticaL' ". 
" I wish you could, Sophia," 
" But, mamma, I am not very crow." 
" Then you will tlie more easily eui-o 
yourself." 

" Nay, hut perht^s I am very cross — a Tory 
had girl." 

" I trust, with this conviction, you will aet 
about re-forming yourself — making; your ha- 
h'lta over nf^ain." 
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^ l^fother^ you don't think me verj bad ?" 

^ What, Sophia? You are willing to ae- 
ense yonrsdf of fiiults as long as I deny yoH 
have any. Do not deceive yourself, my dear 
drild— -yon are not very bad; but faolts yon 
haye, and grierouB ones, that will a£Ebrd yon 
MKNir all your life, Sq»hia, in checking and 
subduing." 

<< Nero: mind your faults now, Sophia*— 
siag me the pretty song about the fairy-birds,'* 
said f^nmy. 

<< That will indeed be better than arguing 
about the faults of a faultless girl/' said Mrs. 
Herbert; and Sophia sung as blithely as a 
bird, 

" *Ti8 merry— 'tis merry in fairy-land, 
Where the fidry-birds are mnging.*' 

<< I daresay the fairy-birds must be like hum- 
ming-birds, mother ?" 

<* O, teU me about them," cried Fanny, 
throwing away Fatima's petticoat. 

** I shall read about them when Charles 
eomesi And sliew you their pictures. N\v^^c)>Ti- 
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der he comes over the WLite Bridge-'Hud there 
comes luncheon, as regular as the clock ; and 
I have cured myself of one fault to-day — my 
little-finger fault." 

<- That small member is a good beginning, 
Sophia," said her mother, smiling. 

Charles crept in like a snail, the traces of 
tears on his cheeks. He looked very dismal. 
Sophia was instantly at hia side, looking anx- 
Lousty in his fkce. " You could not say t(, 
Charles — that uglyrfoceo — it is su terrible dif- 
ficult ; and Mr. Dodsley is so cross." 

'' He \» not cross, Sophia," said Charles, 
'' Mr. Oodsley is always kind." 

" What is the matter, my boy ?— could you 
not say your lesson properly ?" 

" No, — no, ma'am — no, mamma ; that kite 
pasting, and that battle — " Charles stopt short, 
for Sophia WHS very kind now, — " I could 
not say ail — I could not say any of it riglit, 
nwtlier. Mr. Doclaley's new usher says I am a 
rhmec, niamnui, and a Mochliead, and a plague 
lu bira, aud i will never know Latin. Oh, 
niuth^', irhat «ball 1 do 1" 



108 DIVERSIONS OP HOLLYCOT. 

• -.CharWs mother perhaps felt that to be ^ 
rery piteous cry ; but he did not see how she 
looked^ for he held her hand to his eyes. 

" Why, you will shew Mr. Dodsley's new 
usher that you are not a dunce, nor a block- 
head — ^that you can learn Latin, or any thing 
fit for a boy of your years — and that you will 
not be a plague but a pleasure to him^ as you 
are now -to me, in proving yourself an honest 
and a generous boy, which is better than if 
you knew all the languages in the world." 

" I will, mother," cried Charles, now look- 
ing up, and smiling through his tears. 

<< And I will hear you that abominable do* 
ceo fifty thousand times, my dear Charles,** 
cried Sophia. 

'< And I shan't seek to see the humming- 
birds till you are done. Soph,*' said little 
Fanny. 

<< This is well my good children,*' said^Mrs* 

Herbert. " I see you have not forgotten the 

spirit of Abraham. But one Latin verb is 

not more ugly or beautiful than another, So- 

phia. Poor doceo is the most \ifiLnsi\«Ba ^i t!\« 



^ 
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party, if all were known ; and you may hear 
your brother as often as ia requisite, without 
promising for ' fifty tlioueand times.' " So- 
phia felt thut slie had again heen poetical. 
She looked down demurely, till her mother 
said, " But 1 rather like wannth^ — -incautious 
warmth, than coldness in sisterly feeling." 

And now so quiet was Fanny, so patient and 
attentive was Sophia, and so studious and 
anxious was Charles to redeem his disgrace, 
that long before dinner he was reported per- 
fect. He had been stupified by shame, and 
repeated failure, and rash attempts to repeat 
what he had imperfectly learned, lie now said 
his leesoD without missin;^ one word ; and his 
mother was so knid as to hear him when ho 
asked her, as she went up stairs to dress for 
dinner. 

The first dinner-bell rang; and the children 
ran to their apartments to wash their hands 
and brush their hair, and make those little al- 
terations in their dress which were neces- 
sary to neatness. As they seldom were in 
rompatiy, Mr». Herbert was tVe "Kiotc -rv^v* 



110 DIVEESIONS OF HOLLYCOT. 

in euforcing tltoae mlea wliicL give and fix the 
habit of persoual tleanlinees and neatness, 
Notbing wag allowed to internipt the regular 
order of tbe children's toilet. Their dress was 
clean and neat, of good materials, and gene- 
rally of ^hionable form, though not of the ex- 
pensive kind to which children are made 
slaves. They conld race, ^or leap, or dig in 
their gardens, and weed in all weathers, with- 
nut fearing the displeasure of their maid, or a 
whipping or other punishment for tearing or 
soiling their fine clothes. Charles broBhod his 
jacket, and washed himself, and brushed hii 
hair and (Ranged his mud-covered shoes, mid 
soiled stockings, and no longer looked like a 
stapified dunce. Sophia saw Fanny wash and 
bru:^h her hair, and took of her long linen 
npi'on, and tied on her green sash over her 
white frock — and did the same for herself. 
Tliey had not been out of doors this day, and 
no olherchange was necessary. At dinner aU 
met ill good humom- a« osoal. 

'■ Well, 1 do declare, mamma, I daresay 
p hail iioltiBch to-day, thaiiVstm^fAiBaA V 
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forgot. Whnt a mtmslroui dinner I »hall eat." 

" E!at a g'ood hearty dinner, Sophia, by all 
means — ^but it need not be monstroui." 

" When Mjpa Caroline Walpole dined here, 
you know, mother, and eat a little bit of par- 
tridge, she said, ' I have made such a mon- 
strous dinner.' " 

■' Kat as much as you think fit, Sophia, we 
shall not cull it monstrous." 

" Do yon recollect, mamma, when we dined 
with the Harrisons, Mrs. Harrison was always 
saying, ' You cannot have more mince-pie, 
Jemima, my love; yon will derange yonr 
stomach, Robert : you must take medicine to- 
morrow, children, witii lUl that turkey and 
plum-padding.' Was that vulgar, mamma ?" 

" I do not think it was very agreeable table- 
talk, Sop] da." 

" Nor do I, that you are very grateful for the 
good staffing Mrs. Harrison gave yon," said 
George, Inugliing ; " nor the pretty triek she 
taught you of guzzUng tarts and plum-pud- 
ding after you came home, till you sickened 
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yourself, and were kept in yonr room on ra-> 
Hans for a week/' 

<< I was bat a child then, George, and I cor- 
rected myself. I remember n\y mother told 
me, none should sit at . her table that did not 
eat with propriety, and regulate the quantity 
of their food. She would not survey every 
dish, And gauge every morsel her children 
swallowed — ^if my own judgment did not do 
that, the cook, and the scales and measures, 
must do it for me till I learned.'* 

<< And my Fanny has sat at table since she 
was three years old, and behaves like a Duch- 
ess," said George. — " Miss Fanny Herbert, 
may I have the honour to drink water with 
you." Fanny smiled and bowed, and raised 
her little strong glass goblet to her lips and 
drank water. Fanny required all her bro- 
ther's attention on this day, for Sophia and 
Charles began to talk of the dance at the Court- 
neys. She was very fond of a dance, and Mary 
and Lucy Dodsley were to be there ; but she 
knew it was her own fault that she must be 
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absent ; and alie thougbt she would finish Fu- 
tima's petticoat, and perhaps after tea, lier 
mother ivould. show lier the honuuing-birds or 
take her to walk. 

" There is one thing oppresses my mind, 
Sophia," said Charles: — "If Mr.Dod^eywoold 
hut hear me before we go to the Oourtneys I 
should bo so happy all night." 

Sophia, repeated his observation. " If it 
would relieve your mind, Charles — and if Mr. 
Dodsley would be so Idiid as hear yon, there 
is abundant time if you improve it : — though 
you have no right to infringe on the leisure 
hours of your teacher. 

" Plenty of time, Charles, and I'll walk with 
you, — only I should curi my hair, — but I dare- 
say it will take a good crisp curl before the ball 
yet — 'tis only four o'clock. There is the com- 
fort of small short dinners; the fish, the joint, 
and pudding whipt off, and plenty of time to 
read or play. Now, at your house, Maurice, 
the weary long dinners that last so long after 
one is done eating, and the number of dish- 
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^ /< Are.yoir a proper, judge, Sophia, of the 
IcMigth of your uncles dinners, and of the nunoi- 
ber of his dishes ?'* 

<< I know what I like best myself, mother."^ 

". Very useful knowledge for you. Perhaps 
I like short dinners best too ; — ^but as we are 
moit the standards of the world, nor persons of 
great fortune, suppose we make our own 
dinners short and plain, and say nothing about 
those great ones which we must sometimes 
take^ and sometimes give, whether we like 
them or not. A large dinner, like many other 
words and things, is a relative term. • You 
know what that means ?'* 

<< I think I do — our dinners appear as large 
to the little mushroom-girl as my uncles do 
to me." 

" That is exactly what I mean. — I think I 
sh^ walk with you, Charles, to Mr. Dodsley*s, 
and request him to hear you — ^for I do respect 
your motive." 

Charles was very much obliged to his mother. 
He said over his lesson once more to €reorge, 

v/ ^h^it went on to the meado'w \o -^T^jt^vsa 



an. 






^m 
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archery — at least to have one shot, betbre his 
mother and sisters came up to him. Fanny 
got her little basket, for she aiso wished to 
see tlie Loys shooting' their an'ows at the mark 
whiuh Bob Sibthorpe bad set up in the Broad- 
Oak meadow ; and she waa sure to lind some 
flowers and rushes to bring' home, to make 
nosegays or to plait into helmets. Her basket 
was lialf filled before they reached the spot, 
and Sophia told Ler tho names of all the ■wild- 
flowers she gathered ; aud also told her about 
Robin Hood and his men, and Sherwood Fo- 
rest ; and taught her to sing an old English 
ballad, which her mother said she liked." 

" Hreny it was in the green forest, 
AniDiig Ibe )«re> so green, 
'fflienui men liunt eiat and wett, 
With bowa and Brroivs k«n." 

Charles gave Sophia his bow ; she drew 
it several times, and became bo fond of the 
exercise that her mother left her, and went 
on with Charlen and Fanny, saying she coiild 
not wait longer. — When they got neai- Mr. 
Dodsley's house, SophW Tan "a^ ^o -Cwkw^ 
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GharitiS'lmiig haokv oonmiDg liis Jesson oyer 
omae moMu^ , A< I am glad Uk see that yon are 
net' too oonfidenty CluKrle% tibat is a good 



*> 



, .Mrs. Herbert liersebP said to tlie usher, 
^ Bur, I hare brought you a boy«— or more 
pfoperly «. boy has come to you-*-*who is sorry 
lor having.trottb&ed yea: so much this momiag^ 
and who wishee yiMi would gire him sfia op- 
portnaity to redeem hia diii^raoe, aaid to show 
yoU) that though he carelessly and through in- 
attention neglected his lesson, he is not a 
dumcCf nor a blockhead ; and that he is very 
sorry for haying plagued you." 

Mr. Dodsley's usher was probably sorry 
for haying been so hasty with Charles. He 
immediately went with him to the school- 
room, heard his lesson, and brought back a 
highly fayourable report. 

< '^ Now, mother, I can dance like a fisiiry, 
now that I haye done my duty," said Chaiies. 
His mother smUed, and replied, << a light 
heart makes light heels, Charles." 
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Jnst as Charles and Sophia were dressed for 


their party, and old James standing 


at the 


door with the pony-gig- to drive them to Mr. 


Courtney's, the little mushroom-gather 


er ap- 


peared on the White Bridge, with a bag 


onher 


shonlder, and a little brother and sistei 


■ after 


her.. — Charles coloured and looked vexed ; and 


Sophia exclaimed, " How nnlacky !" 




" Why so, Sophia ?' said her mother. 


" O ! the poor child cannot get the 


acorns 


herself in any quantity." — IV[ra. Herbeii 


t look- 


ed ut her son. 




" Yes, mother, I promised," said CharleB, 


not quite recovered from his vexation. 




" And no more ?" 

" Yes, I inviled—I offered—" 






" You certainly did, for Monday, or 


Tues- 


day, or Wednesday ; anda promise was 


striet- 


ly implied." 




" Sophia, I cannot go with you. — 


Imnat 


put on my old jacket." 




" I am sure she could come back t 


o-mor. 




1 
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the flHue to-morrow, my dear ?'' The little 
girl did not reply. 

<< Is this your wish^ Charles }*" said Mrs. 
Herbert. 

The litde girl appeared ready to cry. 

** Oh, no, mother, I wiU keep my word,^— 
thongfa I was rash in engaging for every day.** 

<< I am glad to see yoa resolved at all events 
to keep yonr word, Charles. I also thought 
yon rash in coming under so vctpue an engage- 
moit. To be truly generous — as yon intended 
to be to this little maid— we must first be^Wi; 
just to ourselyes as well as to others. I did 
not forsee this ball, but I knew when you were 
making that Q£fer in the overflow of good feel- 
ing, that you were acting without reflection. 
For one thing, you had invited us all on Wed- 
nesday, precisely at two o'clock, to witness the 
laimch of your frigate on the mill-pond. If 
this little girl had, on Wednesday, claimed 
your promise, how could you have reconciled 
all your duties ?'* 

<< I am such a thoughtless boy. — Why, mo- 
" ^ yon not put me in TsundY* 
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" My dear Ciiarles, I have often cantioDed 
yOQ against makings rash promises, — that done 
1 must leave you to yoiir own judgment. I 
cannot be always at yonr elbow ' to put you 
in mind/ even were it possible or right for one 
rcBaonahle cruatiire to be guided, on oil occa- 
sions, by the undertjianding of another. But 
we waste this poor child's time." 

" I'll go with her in an instant Will 
George be kind enongh to write an apology 
for me, to send by Sophin?" 

" We may send an apology for us all then, 
for I'm sure I don't above half wish to go," 
said Sophia, looking with diepleasnre at tlie 
littlp girl. 

" I will come again," s^d the child, her eyes 
filling with tears. " Only I must nurse the 
liaby to-morrow, while mother crashes. And 
t— 1 promised Mr. Oakley, at the nursery, 
» measure of acorns, to-tnoiTOW, — and mother 
the ibilling." 

" Good bye, Sophia, — good bye, George," 
cried (^rles, now quite resolute. " Tell the 
Courtneys not to fot^et my \attotV, — NS — ^ '^ 
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eyes tamed on the little girl, — <« if yoa woh't 
be coming to onr onk copse on Wednescby 
too r 

** I don't know, sir, — -just if mother can 
spare me." 

Mrs. Herbert smiled at the embarrassment 
of her little son, and the simplicity of the cbild, 
who would not take his polite hint' to stay 
away. ^< What is to be done now, Charles ?" 

" Perhaps she won't come, — ^we must wait 
to see, mother." 

" Put oflF the evil day, — is that your plan ?" 

" No, mother." — He turned to the little 
g^l — ^** I forgot, Amy, that I had invited my 
mother and a party" — Charles thought the 
word/Kzrfy too grand for his use, and he dia* 
liked fine words as much as Sophia admirecl^ 
them — << some persons^ he said, ^' and children 
to see the launch of my frigate, on Wednesday 
at two o'clock, and — and — ^" 

" And perhaps you would like to be there 
too. Amy ?" said Sophia, helping him ont, — 
^^ or perhaps yon won't come to onr copse that 
dayr 
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Charlea was fur a few eeconds delighted 
with thia eTasive expedient to (^et rid of his 
promise. 

" Was tliia what you meant, my hoy ?" eaid 
Mrs. Herbert. 

"No, ma'am — no mother, it was not." 

" Thea tell Amy what you meant, and be 
done wth it." 

" ]f she would excuse me on Wednesday 
for a couple of hours, as I am under a prior 
engagement which I forgot." 

Ijittls Amy fancied this prior engagement 
meant the Frier's Ouk, the largest in the 
country, on which bushels of acorns grew ; 
but when the affair was explained she at once 
gave up her claim on Charles's hours, and 
thanked him modestly and gratefully. 

Maurice was now anxious to set out, but 
Sophia hesitated, and could almost have staid. 
This her mother would not pennit, us she had 
accepted lite invitation, having no prior en- 
gagement forgotten. They drove off; and 
Charles iaatuitly put ou Ua old jacket, a?'' 
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stout gboes, aod led the little girk to tte copse. 
His mother followed him with little Harry, 
who could now walk tills lengtli. Cliarles was 
already up among the branches, driving lustily 
ahoiit him, and la high spirits, delighted with 
Ilia employment and liis companions. The 
party were joined by his Mend Boh Sibthorpe, 
and every one was busy and happy. Eves 
little Harry was employed in gathering acorns ; 
and the bag was soou bo full that Bob offered 
to carry it on his back to Hollycot, and Mrs. 
Herbert said Dapple was to take it the rest of 
the way. 

" 1 am almost as happy, mother," said 
Charles, running to his mother, all in a glow 
with his generous exertion, " as if I had been 
at the ball; and Sophia will tell us of it too 
— 80 tliflt will be two pleasures instead of 



" It will, Charles. Will you now try to 
tell me a few of the reasons which yon con- 
ceived obliged you to give up the dance, and 
come to the oak copse." 
■■' Mother, I had promiaed " 
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" Right, my boy — and reason enough of it- 
self; but were there no reasons to enforce the 
fulfilment of that particular promise ?" 

" Amy was a poor child, mother, I thought 
to myself; and her time was worth money to 
her mother," 

" Very well." 

" And I bad offered as well as promised ; 
and she, poor thing, looked as if she would 
have been, bo sorry to he sent back empty- 
handed ; and it would have been so selfish in 
me ; and " 

" Enough, Charles," said his mother. They 
were silent for some minutes as they walked 
homeward. Horry ran on before till he stood 
under the block or root of an inunense tree 
lying on its edge. " This was the famous ash- 
tree," said Mrs, Herbert, " called the Edge- 
moor ash. It had become rotten and hollow, 
and wiis blown down in a high wind two years 
ago. It was all carried off for timber, save tlus 
huge root." 

" What a root I Lying on its side, it is at- 
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most as high as our cottage, mother. t£ow 
long it must have taken to grow so large !" 

<< There is a method of ascertaining the age 
of trees, when, like this, they are cut across. 
A ring of new wood is added every year to 
the stem or trunk ; and hy counting these con" 
secutive rings — you understand me, Charles ? 
— those rings that grow one after the other, 
or aroimd the other — ^the age of the tree may 
be pretty exactly known." 

Charles tried and tried to count the rings, 
but he still got confused about a hundred and 
sixty, and went wrong. His mother got tired 
at last, and walked on. 

" Three and four hundred rings have been 
counted in some trees,*' she said, when he 
joined her ; '^ and what is the size of this 
felled ash compared with some of those strong- 
limbed, gigantic oaks, of which a few are 
still to be seen in England ? There is one 
at Cowthorpe n<jar Wetherly, which measures 
twenty-six yards at the root, and sixteen yards 
at three feet above the surface, its shadow cov- 
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ering; almost an acre of laniL Could you shew 
me, Cluules, on this turf, liow much space that 
tree would occupy? I know you have always 
a supply of cord in your pockets." 

" I can, mother — I think I can," cried 
Charles. " The circumference is twenty-six 
yards. If you can shew me, on this string-, how 
much is a yard, or a foot, or an incli, I can 
manage tt." 

Mrs. Herbert measured off a yard exactly. 
Charles chose a centre — fixed his curd down 
with a bit of a forked stick, and drew round 
his outer line, maldng a scratch in the ground 
in some places, and at others coaxing Harry 
to drop pebbles and acorns, till the circle was 
tolerably well defined. It appeared on the 
open meadow of prodigious siae, to be the 
girth of one tree. 

" I do like the Brave Oak, mother. I 
always, I don't know how, think it a true 
Engliishmau ; and Sophia thinks oak furniture 
so glossy and grand ; and the oak-paunelled 
parlour at grandmamma Hardings, and the 
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carved oak-settle and hi^h-»backed chairs, and 
the long oak polished tahle in the hall, so no- 
ble ; but I like the oak biest because ships are 
built of it. Sailors are called ' Hearts o£ 
Oak.* 

** * Hearts of Oak !' our Captain cried, when each gun. 
From its adatnantiae lips, 
Shed a death-hue round the ships. 

Like the hurricane eclipse of the sun." 

^< Is not that grand poetry, mother ? Sophia 
has no song like that!" said Charles, with 
sparkling eyes. 

" Very grand indeed, Charles ; and perhaps 
the reason that you think the oak ' a true 
Englishman,' is your admiration of this noble 
lyric or song." 

Charles's mother told him much more about 
forest-trees. He already knew many of the 
pine tribes, and he also knew the biixh, and 
sycamore, and the acacia, because it and the 
larch in spring were Sophia's favourite trees. 
When they went home his mother shewed 
him, in a book of views in India, the Banian 
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tree, and told him stories about it. And in 
Hume fine large prints which had been bis fa- 
ther's, and which were taken from Italian 
piuntingg, she shewed him other trees, under 
which, groups of ladies and gentlemen, in pic- 
turesque dresses, were eitting; and peasants 
and young girls daneiug. 

" These trees are so beantifoUy, go trtUg 
drawn, Ctiarles, that by looking on the mas- 
sive foliage you might almost know the kind 
of tree." 

" I do, mother ; they are chestnats." 

" Yes, Charles — magnificent Sicilian chest- 
nuts." 

Charles then read, in Rational Kbad- 
Kds, a passage frum Humbeldt's Travels in 
South America, of a tree, in which, when the 
low grounds are inundated in the rainy sea- 
son, stmio of the native tribes liTe lilte birds; 
the tree in which they perch furnishing them 
with food, and shelter, and domestic utensila. 

Mrs. Herbert also told Charles of the bread- 
fruit tree of tropical latitudes ; and of the ta- 
pincn tree, of which ttie pitfi ov *b.^, i^'swa. 
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from a single one, will keep several hunmii 
beings alive for a whole Benson. 

" Sailor-boys may be often tlie better of a 
knowledge of otlier trees, Charles, besides the 
Heart of Oak, when in the hot climates tUey 
are frequently obliged to visit. In the West In- 
dies, and other hot countries of Sonth America, 
where rain does not fall sometimes for months 
together, there is a plant called the wild pine, 
which grows upon the baik of tlio tnmk of 
trees, and also upon their branches. This plant 
has leaves that are hollow or like a bag, and 
which form little reservoirs for water. The 
rain falls into them through little conduits, 
which dose at top when the bag-like leaf 
is full, wliiub prevents evaporation. The 
seed of this plant has small, floating threads 
attached to it, by which, when carried 
through the air, it catches any tree on its wayi 
andfalling on it grows; — and, mark," saidlVIrs. 
Herbert, " wherever it grows, though on the 
imdffl'-Bide of a brancli, it grows straight up- 
wards ; otherwise the little wator-buckets 
would, you know, run out. One lenf will hold 
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ft hearty iJrauglit of water to a parclied, thiraty 
travellei' — some will contuin near a quart of 
water. These leares are the IbuntainH, and 
reservoirs of birda and bea§ts in that hot cli- 
mate, during- the dry season; and wonderfully 
refresh the trees on which they grow. Dam- 
pier snys — " 

" Dampier was a seaman, mother," cried 
Charles. 

" He was — a famous discoverer and navi- 
gator — and often beholden for a refreabing 
draught to these plants. ' Wheu we find them,' 
he says, ' we stick our knives just above the 
root, and cateli the water as it gushes out in 
our hats, as I myself have frequently done to 
my great relief.' Yoit have seen the birch- 
tree tupped, Charles, and the pith drawn from 
it ; and yon have read of the sugar-cane and of 
the sugftr-maple of America. These ai'e all ad- 
mirable ; but sugar and birdi-wine are luxu- 
ries ; the trees and shrubs that contain water 
are, in hot climates, the greatest and most ne- 
cessary blessing to plants, and to man and beast. 
There is a plant called the Jiejweo,'ml\\o"?.aaV, 



whick twines round trees, as you have seen Wy 
and other creepers. Its ends hang down, and 
are bo full of water that, when cut, a stream 
gushes out, refreshing; the trees to which it 
cling^s, as well as men, and hirds and hearts. I 
win tell yon but of one or two more, Charles ; 
of all the rest you must read and know. In the 
dry, hot climate of the £ast, there is fbond a 
plant called the Nepenthes Vistillatoria, which 
has mugs or tankards — or call them, if yon 
please, small jars — hanging trom its leaves, each 
contsiuiog from a pint to a quart of very pore, 
1 may say distilled water. The same Divine 
wisdom which is visible throughout all nature^ 
whiuh formed the rein-dccr for Lapland, and 
the camel for the desert, and this plant for the 
parched Bast, has provided it with a leaf whitdi 
grows over, and nearly iits the top of each 
tankard, and prevents the water collected 
&om being evaporated by the heat of the 
sun. The cuw-tree in South Ameriea growa 
in dry, rocky places, where rain does not iall for 
months; and, at these times, the natives pierce 
the trunk, and obtain a sweet, milky, noui-ishing 
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sap, from whicli they give this usefiil tree its j 
D&me. Sopbia mti tell you of the cup orbnlb 
of a flower in America, in which the thirsty 
truFeller finds a refreshing draught ; for I 
heiu'd her reading it lately to Fanny from the 

" O, how wonderful, motherl" cried CSiarles; 
■' and U there no more ?" 

" No more marrels of wisdom and mercy 
in creation, diaries p My dear boy, they are 
exhauatleag, and scarce comprehensible ; bnt 
we have talked a long while now. To-mor- 
V will come, and bring its own duties. Do- 
ceo is well said ; but that is only one step." 

" 1 will go to my lesHon, mother," «aid Charles ; 
" and perhaps you will tell Sophia and me 
again all you have said about trees to-oig'ht 

" All and more, CItarles. And I most tell 
you yet another thing. I am now informed 
hnw Maurice spent the day you were nntting. 
— Those cruet thoughtless boys killed the horse 
they rode by over-driving. The owner went 
to their teacher, andlheirfwo\lw»BS\»w>'"«f'^ 
1 
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They had not money of their own to pay ftnr 

the horse^ and the owner wrote to their friends. 

Mr. Cecil is expelled the schooL*' 
<< He who stmck Dapple, mother," cried 

Charles, reddening. — '<' But I forgot — ^yon did 
not know." 

^< I do know, Charles. If it was not quite 
prudent in you to fly in the face of that great 
boy, it was a very pardonable impulse. I leare 
Maurice to his teacher. His share of the bc- 
tnal vice of that day was not so great as some 
of the others ; but he was weak-minded, and 
misjudging. I must further tell you that the 
justices are to deprive the people of the White- 
Hart of their license, for harbouring those 
young gentlemen. The man whom they en- 
couraged to steal a badger for their bmtal 
amusement, is in prison for the thefit. They 
share his disgrace — ^if not Ids punishment." 

Charles wished very much to sit up to tell 

Sophia about the tankards of the Nepenthes 

Dutillatoriay and to hear about the ball ; bat 

he became very sleepy, and his mother recom-* 

mended to him to go to Wd. 

1 
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CHAPTER VI. 

STYLE AND VULGARITY — COCRAGE AND 

Next morning Charles was off to Mr. Dods- 
ley's before Supliiu bad come down stair:), for 
she overslppt herself from her long' dance ; 
and ho did not come at mid-day, as lie was 
bwy with Bob Sibthorpe finishing hia frig;ate 
for the grand launch. There was a drizzling 
laia, so Sophia could not join him ; and she 
longed fiir liia return, got tired of her work, 
tried twenty things, and, after a restive fit, 
yatraed, as she looked from her room window, 
at the bnys working in their shirt-sleeves, far 
off down the brook, in what Charles called 
" the dock-yard." But ChmVes ca-iaft *.\,\a»^-. 
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and there was an immense interchange of talk ; 
though he had half forgotten the tankartiSf 
and Sophia already thought less of the ball 
than she believed it possible to have done in so 
short a time. Charles reported the progress of 
his ship, for which, after dinner, he arranged 
some anchoring tackle, while his sisters assisted 
him in twisting cables. "Charles attributed 
great merit to Bob Sibthorpe, who was aa in- 
genious as obliging. 

^ What a pity the miller's people are so 
vulgar" said Sophia. << If they but lived in a 
little more siyhy I might visit Patty oftener ; 
and Bob would n^iake so useful a friend for yon, 
Charles ; he is such a clever obliging boy." 

<< What mean you naw, Sophia?" said Mrs. 
Herbert. 

.'^01 mamma, you may easily know. I only 
wish the Sibthorpes were not so vulgar ^ and a 
little more stylish." 

<< If by si^l^ you mean, as I sup|»ose, fashioB 
of living, I think they live in the best possible 
Uyhy Sophia. Axe not the miller's family 
w€lj{ fed, wfiU cl|0]^d|. «omf<9r^y Ipdgad, 
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vleaoJy, cheerful, indoGtriouB people, who do 
their duty to God and man f" 

" Then, mother, I suppose I may visit them 
aa we do ihu Courtneys?" 

" We do already visit them, Sophia, when 
needful ; and if we cannot see them in the 
same way we do the Courtneys, it is hecanse 
our education, and hahits, and tastes, would 
not amt each other, — not from their want of 
what you call xti/le." 

" Mother, that is jnst what you said almost 
ahout the Lydg&te family, when they settled 
at the Grove — ' Their manners and habits of 
lifo wonld not suit oura.' Now they lire 
in high life ; we heard so much of them, and 
their style, last night from Ebima Lydgate I" 

'■ I must heg of you to say what you exactly 
mean hy sti/lt, and high style, and stylish, So- 
pbift," said &Ira. Herbert ; ■' so be prepared 
when I return from the nursery." 

" Does mamma lotJc stylish ?" said George, 
laughing. 

''No,"answered Sophia, hesitatuigly. ''Mam- 
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ma only looks like a lady — a real lady, — Yon 
know, George, my mother ia very handsome; 
and very well dressed always, and fashionable, 
— bnt not sti/Ush, I think." 

" Sophia, with your fine taste, I think you 
might have more sense than to prefer Miss 
Lydgate's great sausage curls, and French bon- 
net, and affected inannera, to your mother's 
braided hair, and plain grey silk gown, and ele- 
gance of depoitment." 

" And HO I do, in one sense, brother. My 
mother ia a thousand times more elegant — " 

Sophia broke off, fur her mother came back. 

" Mother," sMd George, " we have made 
one step. Wo have discovered, that what may- 
hare beauty, elegance, propriety, even fashion 
in a certain degree, may, nevertheless, not be 
gfi/lUh." 

" That is ono important step, Geot^e. — 
Next, pray favour us with what is the prevail-^ 
ing notion oi Ktyh at your school." 

" A fashionable London tailor is sole judge 
of s^le with us, mother — plenty of pocket 
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money, a blood nag, a gig — driving in ^le, 
dressing in stt/ie, gaming in str/hr 

" Stop, George, ttb hare enongt of what 
style ia witli you to satisfy even Sophia. But 
what vsA reckoned style at the dance hsX. night, 
Sophia ? Whether was Ann Dodsley, Afartik 
Courtney, Miss Emma Xiydgate, or yoorself, 
arrayed in greatest gtyk f" 

" O, mamma, you need not inquii'e that, 
— Emma to be sure : though Maria dances so 
beautifully, and Ann is so handsome !— yet all 
Emma's things are direct from Madame Fri- 
pierie, who has ' exquisite ta^te,' Emma says. 
Tliere were above thirty yards of beaotifiil 
fctncy ribbon, depending from Emma's gaiufl 
froek ; you know I wore only that plain white 
tatia aasb, wluch I have so often worn before ; 
however, before the dance was over, I daresay I 
thought Maria Comtuey's white dress quite as 
genteel and mure handsome ; and my own waa 

" So you came to your senses a little, So- 
phis. If ywi hkd alwaya vt^oyed them, yaa 
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would only have perceived Madame Fripierie'a 
Exr/uisile skill in swelling; a bill, and workiti^ 
on the vnnity of unthinking girls." 

" I thonglit the supper so good and beautiful, 
miuiuoa; but Emma whispered it should hare 
been more in the French style, as the boll sup- 
pers at the Grove were, with novgals and cara- 
mels, and artificial bouquets, and pieces-mon- 
ths." 

" She is quite a piece-morttie herself," said 
George, laughing. " Such an aflected conceited 
girl, so dressed and over-dressed ! She con- 
trived to eat in the S^uglish style, however ; 
actually scrambled for preserved ginger witb 
her brother." 

" And O, mamma, the beautiful frock — " 

" And all the depending ribbons," added 
George, laughing;. 

" Enough of this," said their mother, eoine- 
what amused ; " only I am afraid neither you, 
Sophia, nor yet Ann Dodsley, mnst presume to 
invite Miss Emma to any of your little dances, 
as neither Mrs. Dodsley nor 1 can afford ex.- 
penaive catertainments to your ^-ovinftttwada -, 
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nor would we think it proper tu nictke tliem 
for such occasions, altKoiigli we could afford 
them. You must g'ive up that idea, unless you 
have sufficient strength of mind to shew Miss 
Lydgute, tliat you are not ashamed of living as 
becomes your age and the fortune of your 
family, — and not in sfjfle." 

" I daresay, mother, I have talked very 
foolishly ahout styled 

" I am afraid you have thought a little fool- 
ishly too, my dear," said Mrs. Herhert. 

" I will tell you one thing of your friend 
Miss Emma, Sophy," said Charles; " and I 
could not help hearing it. We were in the 
winding lane when poor Fanny was stuck on 
Dapple, and the Miss Lydgates were across 
tlte hedge. ' Good la ! is tliat Fanny Herbert, 
like a gipsy's brat; I fancied that family, 
tiuugh their house is small, lived in some sort 
of style" — Sophia looked flushed and otfended. 
— " The Uollycot children have been nutting 
aU day ; and such a set out !" 

" I fear, Sophia, what is considered sli/te 
at the Grove, may be lhovig\A. oWsOTLVMyiwo*- 
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mlgm^ty in other situations," said Geoi^. 
" When I came home last week, old Lady 
Harcourt, who brought over her grandsoa 
William from school in her ciirriage, g^re 
me a eeat also. She asked me, what fiary, 
vulgar-looking' girls those were in the Grovo- 
house pew last Sunday, with the large Pariaiaa 
homiets — ' so guituble,' ehe Gaid, ' to a Bnudl 
country cIiiucIl.' " 

Sophia looked now exceedingly perplexed. 
" Vulgar — vulgar-looking," she repeated, as if 
she felt the injustice of the horrid impeach- 
ment. — " Wan that ^'us* mother?" 

" I think not, Sophia. — These girls are what 
you vulgarly call stylish, and not, in appearance 
at least, what I think vulgar" 

" This vulgar a just as atnpifying as '<yir, 
mother," said Sophia. " I don't know righti-y 
what it 19, mamma, — Gometimes one thing, and 
sometimes another." 

"What do j'on think vulgarity is, Sophia? tdl 
US," said Mrs. Herbert. "Give ns a-deJinUioH 
^ il, accordingr to your ideasj—or a dtatr^tiott 
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of this odious and disgraceful quality, if you 
cannot do more," 

" I know, mother, vulgar means common, 
or what is practised amou^ the commoti peo- 

pi..- 

" The common people practise sleeping', 
eating-, and saying their prayers," said George, 
laughing. " Are these things vulgar ?" 

" Surely not," said Sophia, laughing. " The 
dictionary does not tell right ; and I do not 
know right yet what is vulgar" 

" The dictionary gives you words only — 
you must form ideas for yourself, Sophia. 
Give us your present idea of vulgarity." 

" I think, mamma, being fat must \ye vul- 
gar, ttnd having red hair, and wearing a 
scarlet waistcoat, or a gown of a large flower- 
ed pattern, or " 

" No, Sophy," cried Fanny, " that is not vul- 
gar. — It is not wearing a white frock on 
Sunday that is vnlgar. — For Sally said to 
tne, when T stopped to talk to little Peggy. 
'"What a wnlgar little chit, with a blue Irook 
of ft Sunday !' " 
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" Cousin Maurice doea not think that vul- 
gar," said Charles. ",.He tliinks it eating fat 
bacon off a wooden trencher, and drinking a 
jug of ale nndt^r a sycamore tree. When we 
saw Farmer Wilmot, after lie had loosened 
and suppered his horses, eating his own sup- 
per — ' What a great vulgar brute, to bolt 
bacon and drink alo at ench a rate,' aaid 
Maurice." 

" Well, we have collected a few ideaa on 
this subject — First, beiug ta.t ?" 

" I don't think being fat quite vulgar" 
sdd Charles ; " for Captain Harding is very 
stout, and I have lieaf d you eay, mamma, that 
though a seaman be is a perfect gentleman. I 
am sure he is not vuigar," 

" And so am I," said Mrs. Herbert. — 
" Now, red-hair ?" 

" But young Harcourt iiaa red-hair, mother, 
— ^md you told me once, how gentlemanlike 
a youth he was, especially in his movements 
and manner of speaking. And the red waist- 
coat cannot, of itself, Sophia, make a boy rtil- 
ffeirj for I heard Widow Fennin^^ tell mam- 
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ma lately, when we went to her cottage, what 
' a nice, industrious, affectionate lad her son 
Tom was — and how he had brought her a half- 
guinea he had gained over his wages for work- 
ing after hours, in saving his master's hay 
from the rain, by getting up early and lying 
down late to lead it home ; and liow she had 
bought a new shawl for herself, and a red 
waistcoat for him, and he looked so smart and 
geitleel in church.' — No, no, Sophia, depend 
on it, a red wustcoat is not always vulgar" 

" So it iqipears doubtful among you, chil- 
dren, whether auy jitode or colour of garments, 
or manner of feeding, or tmge of hair, or size 
of person, be vulgar or not," said Mrs. Her- 
bert. " Will you next, my dear Maurice 
give us your ideas of vulgarity." 

" It is so easy to know what is viilffar, 
ma'am," said Maurice, laughing. " Almost 
every thiug in the isouutry is vulgar," Charles 
looked eagerly np, and Sophia fixed her large 
eyes on the speaker. 

" As fur example, cottages, wild-flowen, 
peasants and their diildren. 
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and gipaiea 1" said George, — " all that enters 
into landscapes." 

" O ! no, no," oxclaimcd Sophia eagerly. 

" J did not Bay bo, Sophia," said Maurice. 
" But there are not many genteel honsea or 
diinga in the country — nor any genteel people, 

" So you think whatever ia rustic is also 
Tulgar?" said Mrs. Herbert. 

"And whatever ia unuHuol too," said George, 
"Were you not of theyacf ion that ridiculed and 
tortured the Irish boy, Consadine, ^vhea he 
first came to school ?'' 

" O I Faddy Consadine, with hia brogue and 
his broad-tailed jacket- — He yfos to be sure 
monstrous vulgar at first,'' said Maurice. 

" But he got a new suit, boxed, or laughed 
right and left, and is no more vulgar." 

"Wo have got a very vulgar Scotvh boy 
though, one Gordon, in our form — a shabby 
fellow too." 

" Shabby and vulgar — poor hoy !" said IVIrs. 
Herbert. 

" Yes, ma'am," cried Maurice, with unusual 



STYLE AND VULOARITV. 145 

Bitimation. — " That green jacket, with the en- 
gar-Ioaf buttoDS, he hae had ever since he came 
to our scliool. One day when I told him of 
it before the boya — ' Could not your father 
dye it for me ?' eaid he, — Think of that impu- 
dence, ma'am, in a beggarly Scot, with only 
sixpence a week of allowance, — because my 
papa dyes in bia silk manufacture !" 

" But, cousin, you first insulted him," said 
Charles. " I have heard George say he is u 
Tery clever boy; and his own father is abroad, 
and not rich ; bo he could not help his jacket 
— could he, mother ?" 

" No, Charles, nor had he any cause to be 
ashamed of it." 

" But he speaks so broad and vulgar, aunt. 
One day as I laid on the huy> and as we incTe 
being called up, Sawney twitches me by the 
ffoiBud — gown 1 mean. ' Clements,' cries he, 
' are you waukiTiff? You will be too late, our 
class is called up.' You see, ma'am, he meant 
waking, though he spoke it like walking. — 
■ No,' cried I — ' I am not walking, 1 am laying.' 
' What are you laying ?' cries lie, — ' t» >-i- ■». 
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great g'oose egg?' Did yon ever hear of moh 
an iiUot, ma'am P" — George lunghod tdond, and 
Sophia and Charles looked all amazement. 

" Instead of indulging your mirthful pro- 
penrities, Gteorge, it woold be as Tvell to ac- 
quaint your cousin, with ho\T many vulgar 
errors of speech he made in attempting to ^uts, 
aa it is called, this good-natored clever boy, 
whose only faults, so far as wo hare learned, 
are, having his father abroad, and using the 
broad A" — Mrs. Herbert then patiently ex- 
plained to her nephew the difterence between 
lie and lay, words so often misapplied by tboae 
who foncy they speak much better than their 

" The refinements of Cochneyigm, mother," 
said George. " But I think you were beinff 
about to speak." 

" Coukneyism would lead as iw long a chaee' 
m vulffarity, George. We mast leave one 
quality till we hunt dotrn the other. Give im 
now your ideas of what constitutes viilffor." 

Georgo paused a short cimft. " I am not qnite 
so siire of whtct vtilgur is, as ni ■w^vaX \t « not. 
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It does not, 1 am inre, consist in dress or ex- 
ternal appearance, aa old-fsebioned coat, a 
dinner of bauon and beans, a &t figure, a red 
wtustcoat, a blue 'kerchief: — none of these are 
mtlffnr. Want of polish of manner does not, 
I think, always imply vulgarity : rusticity is 
not Talgarity. I have read somewhere lately, 
that a London tradesman may be a much more 
vulgar pereoD than an American Indian. The 
civilized man may be impudent, and chattering, 
ajid vulgar ; and the savage reserved, silent, and 
polite : 1 can understand this. Nicknames,! think, 
areezu^or,- national reflections; ^utjEfiM;, if ear- 
ned too &r ■ oaths, slang, impudent mimtckry ; 
whatever shews conceit along with ignorance : 
— for ignorance, or mere want of infonnation, 
is not vulgar. I consider want of attention to 
the feelings of others, ill-breeding, and selfish- 
ness in small matters, to be rank, disgusting vul- 
garity. A vnlgar man, or woman, or child, is not 
ooe low in rank, and poor in fortune : but one 
low in mind, low ^in principle, low in habits. 
I often teel as if I felt oruslty and rage of pas- 
sion to be vutffar as well w vVcwv*.-, raA Awi 
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speaking with insolence and passion to ser- 
vants nnd inferiors ; and to conclude, mamma," 
said the young orator, liiughing, " I do believe, 
a rit^h mau, and an Eng^lishman, may some- 
times be vulgar, wliateTer his dress or fortoae 
is ; and that a poor man, English, Irbh, or 
Scottish, may have a gentleman's feelings, if 
not all a gentleman's ease and grace of manner, 
though he wore a red waistcoat, and ate fat 
bacon every day of the year." 

" Well said, Geoi^e I" cried Mrs, Herbert, 
smiling at his youthful warmth and animation. 
" We shall come to some tolerably clear Mo- 
tions of vulffarity at last. We have at least 
driven its main seat of empire from mere ex- 
ternals — from varying shews and fashions to 
permanent qualities of the mind. We will 
now reflect on what has passed, and compare 
notes afterwards ; and I tliink we may soon 
come to tbrm a correct notion both of what ia 
stylish and what is vulgar. And now I must 
tell Fanny a story." 

" Do, mamma — a long story." 
"Not very long, but very ^wsi. — When 
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his present majesty was Prince of Wales, he 
often lived at Brighton ia the PaTiiitm " 

" I hare a, print of it," whixpered Sophia. 
" I will shew it to you." 

" What Bort of maimers is it to speak while 
your mamma spealcs, Misa Sophia ?" said 
Maurice. 

" Very bad manners, Master Maurice," said 
Sophia. " Thank you for the reproof." 

IVIrs. Herbert resumed, addressing herself 
to Fanny. " Some vuigar or fooiisb person 
who liked to quiz, sent au iuFitation, in the 
Prince's name, to a roBpoctable old couple who 
had arrived at Brighton, requesting them to 
dine with him. They were wliat young fash- 
ionables among the grtat vvJgnr call ' vulgar 
folks.' Probably tlie old gentleman was fat 
— and perhaps the lady wore a gown that 
Madame Fripierie would have laughed at. 
Tlie honest couple were highly gratified by 
the honour they thought the Prince had done 
them, and never onue suspected the trick, aa 
better iuformeU peifoua might have done. 
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They accordingly presented themaelyes at the 
dinner-hour specified " 

" What capital fan — how the King ■would 
laugh," cried IVfaurice, " when they arrived in 
their hack-chaise, rigged out in their beft-be- 
comes !" 

" Their bcst-bccomcs .'" whispered Sophia. 

" The Prince instantly understood the floax, 
as, by another slang term, such vulgar tricks 
are called. Without suSeiing his unexpect- 
ed and unusaal guests to suspect the trick, he 
received the worthy, simple-hearted pair with 
great politeness, entertained thorn hospitably, 
and sent them home filled with delight and 
gratitude ; and, while lie thus punished the 
contriver of the vulgar joke, gave the whole of 
his future suhjecta a memorable lesson of good- 
nature and good-breeding." 

" O, mother, 1 am so ashamed of my silly 
notions of vulgarity !" cried Sophia. 

" You ileed not bo so very much ashamed, 
Sophia ; you Ite&rd assertions from persona 
whose opinionB you thought worthy of atteo- 
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tion, and you adopted them without investiga- 
tion. When you heard more, and saw farther, 
and be^o to use your own reason, you found 
cause to doubt and question. This is a great 
step, Sophia, in the Art of Thinking." 

" Well, I will never believe any one thing, 
at once, without thinking, all my life again." 

" No, Sophia ?" said Mrs. Herbert, laugh' 
ing. " Then you will have a weary life of it, 
I promise you. Prove what is best, my little 
daughter, then believe, and next hold fast. — 
You believe it is seven o'clock — and that James 
will bring tea exa4;t to the minute — and old 
Mary send up a hot-cake." 

" Yes, yes, mother. These, you know, are 
all things of course, that I see at a glance on 
the time-piece ; and — and — " 

" Things that you have experience of, So- 
phia, and therefore can judge about in a mo- 
ment. And perhaps when you are older, and 
have thought and reasoned about your own du- 
ty, and the actions and opinions of men and wo- 
men, your understanding may come to be so 
accurate — so well-regulated — youi ^xW^^^ra 
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SO trao ftud estaUishedy m tQ serve you in 
9om» resgeeJbi m f^ tii»a-piape» pointing to the 
riffiUf iha <r««B» tbe JUtiMg^ and vend a( a lia- 
gla glaiuie*'' 



.^kAar tWj Chiurles wished to read once more 
the aocoiBdt of the Battle of the Nile.^ — Sophia 
had offered to work at his sails^ aad had a ft^ 
«ret purpose of making him flags; for wUch 
end Canny had generously sacrificed Fatima'a 
sashes — all to do honour to his launch* <^ You 
know I have heard of that battle so often, 
Charles, and I never can comprehend it. I 
would far rather hear — and so would Fanny — 
about birds* nests, &pm my mother's book, 
George has just copied it in ; and it is so de- 
lightful I am sure V* 

But Charles was resolved that Sophia should 
iinderstand how to mtqiouvre a fleet, and gain 
a sea-victory ; for that was yet more delight- 
ful than the construction of birds' nests. He 
drew up chessmen in array to represent the 

^^iijk *< J^QWi Sopbiib ijuisk liipihipf is the Van- 
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gfuard — our ship doubling' here you gee — Six 
colonrs flying', you see — or yon must suppose." 

" I do not like it at all, Charles. It is all 
cruel and shocking. Do you remember the 
Price of a Victory in the Eveninos at Home, 
and the SaUle of Blenheim ?" 

" Yes I do, Sophia ; but we must beat the 
French for all that, when it is our duty. And 
brave men are not cruel — are they, George ? 
If mamma were not 'writing; I would ask her." 

" They are not, little hero," said George ; 
" on the contrary, the bravest men, seamen, 
are ever the most hmnane — often even gentle 
in their feelings. Your own Nelson, for ex- 
ample, was as tender-hearted as a woman." 

" Don't mock me, George. I may not be 
a great man like my own Nelson, but I will 
he a. hero." 

" If you can, Charle*," 

" There is no if in the case, brother," s^d 
Charles, emphatically. 

" Ha ! little hero, that is ' the Nelson-touch' 
indeed, " said George, — and Charles laughed 
and blnshed. " To shew you, 8o^Vaa,%.'MX\itw»- 
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ery and courage are not only often allied with 
homanity, but are its best and most efficient 
instruments, I will read you one or two storiea 
in your RatioNj^l Keadinqs." And George 
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f A small French vessel, the Leonora of 
L'Orient, with a (I) of seven men, and a (2) 
of grain, was, in April 1817, attacked by a 
violent gale, and in (3) to get into the (4) of 
Calais, was overpowered by the force of the 
(5) and currents, &nd waves, and driven on 
the rocks to the east of the port, where she 
etnck. The danger soon became (6), and the 
wrecks thrown on shore, announced the cer< 
tMn (7) of the (8) mariners. Numerons (9) 
of this scene of desolation, lamented that they 
could afford no (10). At this (11) moment, 
there was seen (12) with force of oars, a piij- 



* The blink wordfl kfc here ore HuppUed in tb 
dicoyh it is hoped tbc young reader will be able K 
^mt, wiAout looldDg into thit. 
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naoe^boat eeut from the British yacht, the Roy- 
al SoTereig^n. The boat, coramandod by Lien- 
tenant Charles Moore, who had under him 
eight (13) advanced with (14) in spite of the 
dangersby which it waa(15). Captain Owen, 
the coiBmaiidflr of the yacht, stood on the ex- 
tremity of the pier of (16), covered with the 
dashing {iT)i to cheer and direct the brave 
Lientenant and big (18) crew. Four of the 
(19) men on the wreck had, by ttiis time, dis- 
appeared ; but at laat. Lieutenant Moore got 
within a Utile (20) of it, and by means of a 
rope which they threw (21) saved two of the 
(23) men. Not being able longer to keep 
their position, they attempted to land these 
two on the pier, when Captain Wilkinson, 
eomnmnder of a Dover packet, threw him- 
self into the boat to assist this manoeuvre at 
tbe risk of his avm (S2). All was (23) ao- 
complished, hat there was still a, poor man 
who had (24) himself to die mast with a rope, 
that he might not be (25) over-board. Lieu- 
tenant Moore, and hie brave (26), returned 
til fa«e anew a danger ihe'y oi3:ewA"j V-aisw *k 



be eo great, and had nearly (27) the (28) 
when the gallant Lieutenant, standing up to 
direct the rowers, waa swept into the water 
by a (29) wave that (30) over the pinnace. 
He ioBtantly disappeared I" 

Sophia half screamed, and Charles held bis 
breath and became pale. 

"A feeling of horror and consternation 
struck the (31) spectators on the shore." 

" O, poor Lieutenant Moore !" Sophia now 
exclaimed in tears. " Drowned in attempting; 
to save the poor Frenchman !" 

" Who B!ud so, Sophia ?" cried her motfaeri 
" He waa not drowned, — a life so valuable waa 
preserved by another eminent quality general- 
ly possessed by British seamen — presence of 
mind — a quality most essential to all man, wid 
women, and children ; for all of them may at 
some time of their lives be placed in situations 
where its exercise may save themselves or 
others from the moat fearful evils, — Read on 
Georg-e," 

" The Lieutenant, after passing under the 
boat in that irightftil sea, rccovcied himaelf, 
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and rose to the surface, where he was imme- 
diately taken up by the (3*i) and replaced in 
the (33). The courage of this generous man 
was not (34.) by this narrow escape from 
death ; he returned with (35) perseverance to 
the perishing (36), for whose safety he (37) 

" It is a brave story, mother," cried Charles. 
" Perhaps I may see Lieutenant Moore one 
day in the navy, and I will look sharp at him." 

George read several other stories of a similar 
kind ; and Sophia's mind now put upon this 
tack, she took up the volume, and, in company 
with Charles, made out anecdotes of Sydney, 
Bayard, Gustavus, Scipio, and other illustrious 
men distinguished by their kumanity. She 
at last shut the volume. It was almost nine 
o'clock. 

"Oh! Sophia, how could you read on, and 
moke me neglect my letison ! — and my launch 
to-morrow, and Tnyjili not properly fixed. I 
believe I will never Icftm to do things in the 
proper time." ,m ',ir.it«-^ w* p> '"'I^— 
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^ That is not very eaisy even for me/' imid 
Sbplda, gtacioiisly. << But 111 call yon Tery 
early to finish yonr rigging of £a petite Vie^ 
totre* 

** Yon have Frenchified my Mgate's mane^ 
Sophia; bnt I w(m't have it,'' said Charles, 
blnntly. 

'^ Then yon may ee31 hear the Ariel, like the 
dear litde ship my annt told us of." 

<<No, I won't, gk^hia. I know yontiiink I 
hai^'noltf iUffMf of fiMjf oflMi/ but I have* 1 
will call my ship the honest Vhiory^ — And I 
won't have those tinsel rags, Faony, my dear ; 
111 hoist the plain British jack." 

*<Upon my word,* Charles," aied Sophia, 
her eyes filling with tears. 

** My Fatima's sashes, — ^yon sancy boy, 
said Fanny. 

^^ A mind of your own, Charles, my dear, 
said Charles's mother; <<we must hear to- 
morrow what sort of a mind a mind of yaw 
own is ; of all minds in the woiid a mind of 
cnt^s oum mnst be the most nsefiiL" 

^^ You bear that, Sophia. Maaiioe t<dd me 
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that, mother. < You have no mind of your 
own, Charles/ says he ; ^ whatever Sophia 
wishes, that you do like a great haby/ " 

" We*ll talk of this to-morrow, Charles, or 
some day soon. — Good-night now — < England 
expects every man to do his duty.' " 

<< I know that means learning my Latin les- 
son, mother," said Charles, creeping off, casting 
an anxious look on the indignant Fanny, and 
the grieved Sophia, and wishing he had said 
lesi about '< a mind of his own" 
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CHAPTER VII. 



THE LAUNCH. 



Next day, predbely at a quarter before 
two o'clock, Mrs. Herbert went towards the 
mill-pond to witness the launch of the Victory. 
Fanny was already there, and had partly for- 
gotten, and whoUy forgiven the slight cast 
upon Fatima's sashes by the young sailor. 
Sophia would have been there too, but she 
had loitered over an amusing book, and ne- 
glected the work (a light task) that her mo- 
ther had given her to do ; so she was not per- 
mitted to go out till that was accomplished. — 
" I will do twice the quantity of work to-mor- 
row, mother,'' said she. 
** I do not wish for twice the c^ittatity to- 
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morrow — Iwill have this well done, and to-day. 
I warned you many tiuiea tliia morning, Sophia, 
of the consequences of your trifling." 

" Then juBt wait for me ten minutes, mo- 
ther." 

'■ Not one minnte, Sophia. Yon cannot in ten 
minutes finiab your work properly, — and I 
have delayed till the Inst minute already : I 
can see from the window the children assem- 
bled." — Sophia was lef^ alone. 

Some of the youiig^or Courtneya had come 
to sec the launch, and Maurice, and George, 
and John Dodsley. And so busy was Charles, 
and BO important, that he searcely at first 
missed Sojiliia, till all brpathlpsx Khfi ran for- 
ward, tjtill luckily in time for the grand sight. 
It was a moment of great interest. The heart 
of Charles and Bob Sibthorpe, his chief car- 
penter, throbbed with mingled exultation and 
anxiety. But the plaukg were slipped, — the 
Victory, tiurly hurled from the dock, swung 
round on the mill-pond, and righted, Charles 
said, " in grand style ;" and he claimed his 
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mother's praises. — " Mamma, is she not s 
sweet frigate ?" 

Mrs. Herbert could not apeak just then ; 
but by the time the joyful acclamations %T'ere 
ended, slie g«ve the '• praises due." 

" Read the speech now, Sophia," cried 
Cliarlcs ; " and you must not be offended 
ahout the flags, — for you see a ship is never 
rigged and flagged at tlie launch, — read the 
speech, Georg'e says, mother, it was made by 
a great living- poet." — Sophia both liked to 
read the speech and to meet the friendly ad- 
vances of Charles, She read with amazing 



" Those who have ever witnessed the spec- 
tacle of the launching of a ship of the line, will 
perhaps forgive me for adding tliis to the ex- 
amples of the sublime objects of artificial life. 
Of that spectacle I can never forget the impres- 
sion, and of having witnessed it reflected from 
the faces of ten thousand spectators. They ae&ai 
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yet before me — I sympathize with their deep 
and silent expectation, and with their final 
burst of enthusiasm. It waa not a vulgar joy, 
but an affecting national Bolemnity. When 
tbe vast bulwark sprang- from her cradle, the 
calm water on which she swung majestically 
round, gave the ima^nation a contrast of the 
stormy element on which she was soon to ride. 
All the days of battle and the nights of dan- 
ger which she had to encounter, all tbe ends 
of the earth ibe had to visit, and all that she 
had to do and suffer for her country, rose in 
awAil presentiment I)efore the mind; and when 
the heart gave her a benediction, it was like 
one pronounced on a living being." 

" Ah, Mlsa Sophy, you read like a clerk," 
siud Uame Sibtborpe, who attended tbe launch 
among the other grown-up spectators. " If 
my Boh could read half as well — " 

" I am sure ikib is a very clever boy, and 
might read quite as well if he chose," said 
Sophia. 

" And so be ye gi' un a stick and a whittle. 
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ttid he wiU make any thing onV' s&id Dame 
l^bthorpe; ^' hat an a hook he does not know 
a / B from a hull's foot,' ma'am/' 

<< I wish, mother, Boh would let me — I wish 
,^0a would allow me to teach him/' cried 
CSbarles. *^ I am sure hut for Boh I neFer 
w^nld have huilt the Victory — how lovely aha 
floats ! — built her so well at least— «r at all 
indeed — 1^ me have read naval aidutectiiro 
ever so much." 

^ I am hiqppy to find you have this wish, 
Charles. Boh will soon learn to read when 
he knows how well hooks can direct him in 
guiding his whittle, and constructing his little 
wind-mills and water-mills. But are you 
aware of all that a teacher undertakes for, 
Charles; of all the t72r^i^«, which, hesides know- 
ledge, a good teacher should possess — ^pa« 
tience, perseverance, good-temper, assiduity^ 
punctuality. — It will never do to give Boh a 
lesson to-day, and neglect him to-morrow — to 
eifain him with learning for one week and 
then tire." 

Charles was quite sure that he never would 
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tire of teaching Bob, thangh he did not express 
the same confidence of possessing all the ne- 
cessary virtues.—" Only try me, mother." 

It was settled that Bob was to come to 
Charles every morning at seven. Mrs, Herbert 
said half-past seven — but no, Charles was qnite 
sure he would be ready by seven. Mrs. Her- 
bert afterwards gave Bob a little book called 
£arly Genius, which described the first at- 
tempts, contrirances, and inventions of many 
young boys, mostly of poor parentage, who, 
by perseverance and patient study — never by 
chance— had become eminent mechanics, ma- 
thematicians, and artists. 

When the party were dispersing, the Conrt- 
neys and some others going to Hollycot with 
Sophia to get luncheon, Charles " espied," he 
said, poor Amy staggering up with her little 
brother on her back to see the launch, and fer 
too late I " O how disappointed she must be, 
poor thing!" Charles's sympathy was exces- 
sive ; for he was secretly delighted with this 
mark of attention and interest in his naval af- 
fwrs. — " Go home to your loncheoo, ^uod 
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&lks; Imutt take off my. shoes and stoddngSy 
«nd wade into the pond for the Vigtory, and 
launch her again for Amy." 

MiB. Herbert oonld not oppose this kind in- 
^tmition ; and she told.him to hring home Amy 
wad her little brother to dinner. Charles was 
astonished that every one left him and the 
second launch, for the sake of cold meat, and 
apple-pastieS) preserved cherriesy and cheese- 
cakes ; bat he owned the second lannoh was 
4K»ti << so grand" as the first He took Amy 
to HoUycot. She and her little brother got a 
good dinner from old Mary> and a bundle of old 
clothes, wTiii^h IVfrs. Herbert said her mother 
would be able to make useful in the family ; 
and she shewed the little girl how to cut out 
some of them. 

'< If I might be allowed to teach Amy to sew, 
mother, while Charles teaches Bob to read, 
that would be so delightful, — ^we would have 
a Morning Academy^' said Sophia. 

" But who would put on Amy's mother's 
fire, and sweep the floor, and make breakfiast, 
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when she guea out to a day's work ? or who 
nurse the child ?" 

" But you know education is so important, 
mamma ; Amy's mother mast make some sa- 
crifices," said Sophia, with an air of great im- 
portiance, and qnite assured of her benevolence 
of intention. 

" Does Amy recflive no edieeation in her home 
morning hours, Sophia P Could your lesson 
in needle-work and reading — cTen admitting I 
allowed you to make such an use of your own 
time, ot that you had resolution to persevere — 
he of half the utility to Amy of the habits she 
daily acquires in her mother's house, and of 
the lessons she receives in her dame's school ? 
— And for your lesson, poor Amy must walk 
backwards and forwards five miles !" 

" Miss Emma Lydgat« educates a village 
girl, mamma 1" 

" I wish you, Sophia, in the first place, t»be 
educated yovaaelf. li,\ty self-denial ot industry, 
you can afford to pay for Amy's lessons at her 
dame's school, 1 shall be glad to Bee yon nuk« 
such sn exertion." ■ ' ■ '' ' '^'"^ ^ " 
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Botli Amy and Sopliia were a little disap- 
pointed ; and Amy went away. Afiterwards 
Sophia inquired of her mother, aii they eat 
in the arbonr after dinner, how by indus/rjf 
she miglit be able to pay Amy's school fees. — 
" Would you give me work, mamma, and^c^ 
me?" 

" I have no work to give you, Sophia. 
My plain woric is either done at home, or, as 
you know, by Widow Fenning; and her 
daugliter. — To take my employment &pni 
them, wbo work bo neatly and so cleanly, qnd 
cbarg;e so moderately, to give it to you,, yould, 
I think, be unjust." , , 

" But, mamma, it would be charH^." , , 

" No, Sophia, it ^ould be really y/p^t, of 
charily, want of ftwow/eo'ye, want of refiecfion. 
It is not by depriving Widow Penning of )fBv 
employment, that you can ever be uaefnl, ,to 
Amy, with my approbation , — neither is it^ 1)y 
devoting the time uecessary to your own leg- 
sons and recreation to working for her : — 
think of aome other plan." 

" / mJg'ht to be sure 6ave my pocket-money ; 
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but wliat is sixpence a week — the dame takes 
fivepcnce — I would liaye but one penny left 
for eTery purpose." 

IVfrs. Herbert did not Speak. 

" And when I met any beg^;ar, I would not 
have a fraction to give — " 

" Or to buy comfits in the village," said 
Fanny, " for yonraplf." 

" I would not mind that, 'tis for Harry I buy 
— 1 bought Harry a di-um — 1 would willingly 
give all my money in charity, if that would do, 
to put Amy to school." 

" One can but give what one has, Sophia," 
said Cliarles. " You remember Sir Patrick 
Home and the orhet/, — if you changed the left 
penny into farthings, perhaps you would not 
meet aboTc four old women or blind men in 
one week. If it were not that I ani gathering 
up — that I will gather vp, I mean — as yon 
know, to buy the Book of Trades, for Bob, 
who has been so kind — and have not a farthing 
left after rigging the Victory " 

" You need not tell me that," cried Sophia, 
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hastily^— ^< You never have any thing^ir--Fazi- 
ny is the only one eter has money in -lliiii 
honse ; and her allowance is bat threepeiiea 
a week yet. 

** Waste notf wemt noty' said George^ fond- 
ling his little sister, who was his great favoum 
ite. '^ How is Goody Two-shoes so rich 'al- 
ways P Is Sophia so mnch more charitcMe ¥^ 

** I suppose that nmst be it," said Sophia. 
* ^ I doidbt that very mneh, Sophia^" said 
Mrs. Herbert. << Bat yoa can put the matter 
at rest, by telling as how yoa spent your last 
w^k's allowance ?-— Can yat^ Fanny?" 

^ I can, mamma :•— my penny for blind 
Sosan— -my sacrtd penny, as Sophia calls 16— 
I paid that to yoa, mamma." 
' << You did. I don't think you have omitted 
liiat aboye twice for the last half-year. I 
shall hare a faalf-orown soon of these sacred 
pence belonging to you.^ 

<< I gave one faalfjpenny at church, mamma.'' 

^' Shabby girl— 4ierer gives but one hal^ 
pemy at charch," said Sophia. 
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" I caa't affurd more, Sopliy. I gave one 
halfpenny to the poor soldier's wife's cliild 
for her motlier." 

" 1 gsive her twopence," said Sophia. 

" And I lent Charles threepence from my 
hoard, for cord for the Victory ; and, Sophia, I 
lent you nil the rest — three half-pence, you 
rememher, Sophia ; but I don't ask it back." 

" Admirable little Ledg^er," cried George. 
" Now, when you collect all your debts, you 
will liave fourpeoce halfpenny of dear capi- 
tal — What is to be made of that sum ?" Fan- 
ny was most willing to give it to her mother 
to lay oat for her, but could not at once de- 
termine how to lay it out herseltl George 
wished to prompt her benevolence in favour 
of Amy, and a week's schooling ; but his mo- 
ther diaconraged the attempt, and left her to 
heneltl Sophia now attempted to account for 
her money — hesitated and blushed. " I paid 
no Kocred pence into mamma's handa tliis 
veA, — -I usually pay twopence." 

" You )iave not paid any thing for thi'ce 
weeks, Sopliia. You bcg&n vj\^ io>M^'W**^-> 
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BS aoou as jrour allowance waa raised, then 
yon fell to threepence, then to twopone* 
very irreffutarl)/ paid. I thought fourpence 
too much — even tn-opence was too much — 
but you had no doubt of yourself." 

" If you would jnst keep my money far me, 
mother," 

" Certainly, Sophia, if yon feel yourself a 
fool, not able to manage your own iLflkirsj : — . 
of yonr last west's expenditure, you sorely 
can gire an account." 

" I thought 1 would pay my sacred pence 
when I hoarded, mother — for three weeks 
would have taken all ; and I wished to hire 
something to g^ve, wheo we went a nutting', 
if we chanced to meet any impudent, iancy 
heggBre. It is not possible to get past thein, 
when they iairly begin with, ' God bless yoat 
little ladyship — or yoar beau/ Ifiil face. Miss.''" 
Gebr^e laughed, and Sophia blushed mare 
deeply. 

" And so you give, Sophia, and then Wffl 
roiu- weakness, your yielding to Impudent 
folicilatioii, and gross vutgar fttvV.\wfv, Vr^j \V 
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LeaTeiily name of charily 9" said Mrs. Hei'- 
bei-t. 

" O, HO, tnamma, I am not quite so bod," 
cried Sophia, macli greeted by her mother's 
obser\'alion. 

" My dear children," cried Mrsr Herheit, 
now addressing them all ; " I am not a&aid 
Hiat witL your dispositions — with the hnUls 
and principles you are acquiring in the course 
of your education — you ■will ever be bIow to 
'penxivfi yoar ffreal J'aulli i but learn to dis- 
trust your seeming virtues. Never be too 
sure that you are really generous, or chari/a- 
6le, oijirttt, or steadfast, mthoat patient self- 
examination. ' Know your otonselees.' " 

" Proceed, Sophia." 

" O, mamma, I can give but ii miserablo 
account. First, there \ras tn-opence among 
the gipsies in the forest — and that was nothing 
among them ; then a basket-woman with bal- 
lads — and 1 had not a faitliing left ; and the 
three halfpence I borrowed from Famty were 
for church." 

" You hare made au bonca^ wyai^w^^fti ^ 
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my rale, Sophia^— Now, tiie differcnoe be-' 
tween your sister and yourself^ is, that she liatf 
already giyen two-thirds of her little all» to 
really Idtid, and I think charitahle pnrposety— -> 
and hy her providence, has heen ahle to obli^ 
her brother, and to enable yon to mfldce an (mh 
tentatioiis display on Sunday of yonf eharityy 
by giving three times more than she wko snp^ 
plied yonr necessities: — ^thatwas a more^es- 
lioiwble act in Fanny.-' 

Sophia was much hmnbled and abaishedl; 
and, contrary to her general practice, her 
mother was glad to see that she made no 
flaming, candid declarations of error, hqt may 
vehement protestations of reformation. She 
only craved her mother's advice. 

<< I think you will allow that you rnvst first 
pay your debts, Sophia." 

" 1 must. A half-crown to C^oig«— 4Mir- 

rowed to give the poor pottery-man whoso ass 
died." 

" The man you said was like Pete^ BeD, 

Sophia,'* said Charles. 

*^ I irisb to hear of ^o^xt debtB/)DK^tk»%>EQ- 



TBE LAtmcu, 175 

jtliia, uot uf your genorogities and {metical 
associatioHS, Htill less of there being' merit im- 
agined in boTTowiiig to give. That is liheap, 
thoiig'htlesa g-enerosity." 

■< Eightpeace to Charles, ma'am, and three- 
halfpence to Fanny " 

" And threepence before, Sophia. You 
know I mode you murk it yourself with 
Kcratobes on the garden gate." 

■■ Fanny is not likely to be choused out of 
her money, however," sdd George, laughing' 
at her receipt book. 

"In all three Hhillings and sixpence half- 
penny," said Mrs Herbert; " seren weeks 
of your allowance ; — and your pence to blind 
Susan, another sixpence, even at the low- 
eet rate. Even after your debts are paid, 
if yon mean to put Anay to school, you must 
withdraw your twopence thjm the poor blind 
woman." 

Sophia was more at a loss than ever, ahc 
emld not take from the poor blind woman, 
wham Hhe had (bund out henelf. 

" J freely give Soph\& a tctVAt^too, 'A ^^ 
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be tbu9 lionestly bsnkropt," said George, — 
And whoa Cbarles and Fanny understood 
what be meant, tbey said " So do I," and " So 

do r." 

" Yon ate all very ^ood, I am sure ; but I 
will pay my debts," said Sophia, proudly. 

" I !t]>plaad that resolution, Sophia. And 
after you have paid your debts you will have 
a clear, though small income : dev^ote what 
part of it your judgment and your feelings 
dictate to benevolent purposes. I would not 
advise you to give too much, because I think 
there is no danger of your purposing to give 
too little : — much greater I fear of your falling 
off. Apply that little, in tbe best manner, to 
Amy's schooling, or Susan's wants, nnd then 
you may bold np your head, should all the im- 
pudent beggars and flattering basket-women 
in England assail you, with the consuiousnesa 
that the little you have to give is already well 
bestowed. If you don't give beyond your 
means, and are self-denied and economical, yon 
may still have a few store pence for anypress- 
inff emergeaey. Far am \ Itom VisVinij ^ 
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Steel yoiup yomig heart against the appeijittf 
even die casual needy vagrant r 

'in the meaawhile, George, whom variona 
causes, and particularly the love of books, had 
made saving of hite, paid Amy's first quarter. 
After that, Cliarles and Sophia were to give 
twopence eadb, and Fanny a penny, *to cen- 
tinse at least one of the children at school for 
a year. 
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CIIAPTEB VIII. 

TBUB CHARITV — ^INSTINCT OF BOIDS. • 

The conTersatbn on this evening, between 
George and his mother, again turned on tf^«r- 
ityf or rather on almsgiving asiii benevolenee* 
Sophia was astonished to learn tibat the Torka, 
and many of the inhabitants of the lQdiaB> 
Peninsula, were very charitable to the poor s 
and that almsgiving was an important part. of; 
their religion. — Charles, who was the geo- 
grapher of the family, shewed Sophia the !»• 
dian Peninsula on the map. 

^< The Friends, the Quakers, as they aiw 
called, are, I think, considered a very beneyo^ 
lent sect," said George* . . ' ■ 

'^ Tbey are deservedbf «0)* «i^<^ My«« Her- 
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fcert ; " because their benevolence is §^ded by 1 
enlightened views of buman nature, Tbeyare 
a thinking people ; they don't rnn the riak of 
pulling down with the one hand what they 
build up with the other." 

" Mother," gald George Herbert, " I am 
more astonished to find such pure, exalted, en- 
thusiastic charity among members of the Ro- 
man Catholic Church. Here is a hook, the 
Memoirs of Madame Genlis, containing I 
know not how many instances of weH-boru 
and high-bred ladies, of refined habits and 
manners, renouncing what are reckoned the 
innocent pleasures of life, and without retiring 
to a convent's ' solitary gloom,' giving up al- 
most their entire incomes and time, to pur- 
poses of charity — French women too 1" 

" Such instances, my dear George, may at 
least teach os the higher kind of charity — > 
charitable feelings and modes of judgment. X 
MB not casuist nor political economist enongh, 
to say exactly whether these ladies do what is 
beat for society or not ; but I camiot help feel- 
ing a hijrii degree of veuerMioB fot "ftiftvc '^dm- 
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acters, beoauBe I know, as welt as Sophia, that 
Htrict, habitual self-denial, the continual eaori- 
fice of our own tastes and habits to a high 
principle of duty, is nu easy attainiaent, sweet 
though it be to g;ive." 

" I am sure not one of these benerolent 
Catholic ladiee would hare buttoned up her 
drab-coloured cassimere pocket-flap,'' eaid So- 
phia " when Peter Bell's ass — I mean the man 
X called so." 

■' Cidled Peter Bell's ass ?" 

" No, mother," said Sophia, laughing — " beg;- 
ged aims of her, and have said, ' Friend, 1 do 
not knotp thee — I hEive no money to bestow 
upon thee — go thy ways ;' — as Mr. EUlis onr 
neighbour did ; and people call him so eharit- 

" O, no," cried George, " she would have 
borrowed half-a-crown, and given it to a dmn- 
ken rogue she never saw before, who had half 
killed his ass, by beating: and starving it ; and 
he would hare gone to the Magpie and g;ot 
drunk with her borrowed money, and U wa 
hare beat bis wife." 
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" Mother," cried Sophia, in indigoatioD and 
despair, " I don't know what to do — every 
thing I do is wrong. — I cannot think, I cannot 
control myself — I wish to he not vulgar, and 
I am only foolish ; and I wish to be charitable, 
and I am only eilly, and do mischief where I 
think I do good. I saw the dead ass — and 
the man looked ao rueful." 

" You judge yourself too severely now, my 
dear Sophia," said her mother. "Generoiia you 
are, and cliaritalile too — and in no cold degree ; 
and you will learn to think and conta'al your 
feelings and actions too, ifyoii wish it. Even 
your kindness to Peter Bell, as you chose to 
call the rogue, proceeded from an excellent 
motive. When you saw him in such dis- 
tress, and his poor wife crying for the loss of 
the aas so useful in their traffic, I do not 
marvel at your conduct. That a girl like you 
never should have suspected the object of 
your compnssion of such brutality is not won- 
derful.' — You have, however, got a good cheap 
leMOD) both to be more rigid in scanning 
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yonr ovra actions, and more jast and lenient 
in judging thoae of your neighboure." 

" Well, Sophinj I don't know but I votild 
rather be the dupe of Peter Bell, now and 
then, or eome of bia tribe, tban sadi a cold, 
reasoning, self-sufficing, all-iu-all, as " 

George was arrested by his mother's glaaoe. 

" We have bad enough of discussion. — As 
every body has broken faith with my Fumy, 
T must now myself tell her of the Humming- 
bird," said Mrs. Herbert. 

" And birds" nests — and the Mason-bee," 
cried Charles ; " and the Bearer ?" 

" Delightful Diversions of HoUi/cot, for 
one night," cried Sophia, tottering under the 
weight of books which she lud on the taUsk 

" ' birds' nbbtb, 

^""The Eagle's nest first, moiKer," cried 
Charles. 

" It is but a simple nest, Charles, but well 
gtAiei t3 the babita »f the bold i 
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poeition forma its only security. One found 
on ihe Peak of Derbysliire is thus described : 
' It was made of gireat sticks, resting one 
end on a rock, tlie other on an orerhaaging 
lurch tree ; over the sticks was a layer of 
rushes, over these heath, and tlien rushes 
again. It contained no cavity or holl«w fart. 
In it were found one eaglet, an addle egg, a 
young lamb, a liare, and two heath'fowl. It 
waa two yards square. — Neats are everywhere 
wonderful Htructnres ; hut they are more sim- 
ple in this climate, than in situations where 
birds are exposed to the attacks of monkeys 
■nd snakes." 

" How many orders of architectore hare 
birds F" said Geoi^e. 

" I am sure I don't know," said Sophia. 
" There is the concave neet ; the nest arched 
over like the Wren's and Ox-eye's, that James 
shewed US — how curious it was I — the smaller 
the hird the nicer and cozier the nest, I 
think." 

" Some of the Pies in tliis country also arch 
over their nests, for warmt\\ wv4 ^"cotftsSvaa:^ 
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said Mrs. Herbert : " jVjiJ what ia mora 
plant a aurt of chevaux de frize of sharp 
ihoms and briers round lliera for defence. 
Tbere ia another sort of neat, Sophia, in 
countries wliere moDlieys molest birtls — tile 
pensile or suspended neat. No birds in 
this free, well-protected land suspend their 
nesta, save the Hang-nest Tit-mouse, and the 
Oriota, which is not frequent in England." 

" Every English bird's nest ia bis castle, 
mamma," said Sophia. 

" Not quite so, as cats, and boys, and haw-ka 
catt witness, — yet birds are here tolerafely 
safe. The most curious of the pensile nests 
is that of the Tailor-bird. It will not trust 
even to the point of a twig which might hiu- 
tain the weight of an enemy in approacliia^ 
its airy fortress. It chooses a dead leaf, whicli 
it sews fo a living one, using its bill as a nee- 
dle, and fine fibres as thread." 

" I hope it fastens o£F its ends better than 
Sophia, mamma ?" 

" I trust it does, Fanny, since bo mncTi 
depends on that. Here smug* ftv« «W5 ct*,- 
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die, which it lines with down and gossamer. 
It is a small yellow bird, weigliing less than a 
quarter of an oiuic«, so that thiji slight hold- 
ing is sufficient to sustain its weight and 
eggs-" 

" How pretty ! dancing in the wind," said 
Sophia. 

" The nest of the Swallow of Java is very 
singular," continued Mrs. Herbert. " It 
is formed of a kind of i^lime or glutinous 
material like isinglass, which the bird has the 
power of secreting, or forming in its own sto- 
mach. The nest formed of thi<j substance ia 
esteemed a great delicacy in the East. It is 
dissolved in soups, and preferred bysomegour- 
mands either to mushrooms or oysters." — 
Sophia and Charles made faces of disgust. 

" But pray, pray, mamma, come to the 
Summing-bird!" cried Fanny, eagerly. — Mrs, 
Herbert showed her some coloured prints of 
those plumed beauties ; and George who had 
enjoyed the happiness of seeing some verj- ele- 
gant stuffed specimens in a museum in Lon- 
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don, epoko of them with rapture. He now 
(old Fanny that those heautiful little creatares 
are found in America, and the East Indies. 
"There are HCTeral kinds,"he said. "One very 
email, called the Fly-bird. The Humming- 
bird is sl^io sometimes called the Bee-bird, 
and the Honey-sucker, tram the food it finds in 
the petals of flowers. This sweet juice the birds 
suck up with their thin forked tongue or pro- 
boscis, as do the bees, forming with them 
a sort of sucking'-punip, for drawing up the 
uouriahment they wish to obtain. Nothing' cab 
be more beautiful than to see those lovely 
birds, many of them no bjg^g;er IJian a butter- 
fly, and all of them as brightly tinted, flit- 
ting about from blossom to blossom as numer- 

caUed Iliimminff-birds, from the noise caused 
by the rapid fluttering of their little wings, 
while they beat the air, sustaining themselres 
over the blossom they suck." 



Like 




The fiiiry irioBlet of the Humming-bir.l, 
if the rvubow Buttering roam^" 
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eaid Sophia ; and her mother nodded to her in 
approl>atioa. 

" The Indians call tliem ' the locks of 
the sun ;' they are indeed the loveliest of 
feathered things. This specimen is splen- 
didly coloured, but yet it does not equal the 
Btufied apeciiuen I have seen. How brilliant 
then must be the opal-tinted dyes of the living 
treatnro. It forms a pensile neat, hung to the 
extremity of a twig of the citron, orange, or 
pomegranate tree ; sometimes to a twig in a 
house, or a straw hanging from an Indian 
cabin roof. Tliis nest is delicately lined with 
down, and contains two eggs like large pearls, 
iTory-white and no bigger than peas. The 
little parents feed their young by presenting 
to them their tongues corered with ilie honey 
of flowers. The legs and bill of the Humming- 
bird are not thicker than a pin ; one of the 
birds, weighed with its nest, did not amount 
to twenty-four grains. Its head is tufted with 
glossy jetj varying with every motion into 
shades of mingled green and purple. The 
breast is of bright scarlet ■, aud «n«v-5 'i«s^^ilsss, 



when viewed tlirough a microscope, appears aa 
if fringed witli silver, aud spangled with gold." 

Fanny got a loan of lier mother's gold scal^ 
to weigh twenty-four grains. It was so little, 
BO very little, and she appeared so much de- 
lighted with all she heard, that her brother 
promised to read her more about this tiny 
beauty from hia ahridgmetit of Buffon. He 
told Sophia that the Indian girls made ear- 
rings of Humming-birds ; aud the women of 
the Saudwi<:h Islauds, necklaces of their wing^ 
The Peruvians anciently formed their feathers 
into pictures — of exquisite colours of cuuree." 

From this the discourse was led by Sophia 
to Miss Lydgato's Faxadise-plume ; and Mrs. 
Montague's feather-hangings, of which she had 
read in Cowper; and to hunting OstiicheB. But 
neither Fanny nor Charles cared for Mias 
Lydgate'a plumes. They both wished to see 
the wings of a buLtei-fly by the aid of the mi- 
croscope; for it was " plumed all over," George 
Biud, " with little shining gold, and puiple, 
and azure feathers." 



3 
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li^inny tiouldiiot understand thia — " Fuathers 
upon a butterfly's wing !" 

" Wait till yon see, Goody, to-morrow ; Iwt 
now we may as well have done with nests." 

" TliB Ostrich, the tinnataral Ostrich mokea 
no nest t" said Sopllia. 

" She has good reasons for that, Sophia ; sh& 
lays her large eggs in the hot sand, wbicti assists 
her in hatching them. The Pelican is equally 
wise. She builds her nest in dry desert places, 
and is often obliged to bring water from a gjeat 
distance to her young. For tliis purpose she 
is furnished by Natnre — by her Creator," add- 
ed the boy, more gravely, " with a large bag 
attached to, and stretching along the imder 
mandible of her biU'; and in this bucket she 
brings home as iiiuch water as will serve her 
family for some days." 

" Perhaps, mother, she applies at the fotm- 
tains we know of," said Charles, nodding 
knowing};/ to his mother; " the Bejvco or 
JVepeni/us DisHHaiorxa." 

" To some snch sylran fbuntain, perhaps, 
Charles." 
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Sophia eagerly inquired wliat wa 
and Cliarles promised to tell her ti 

" Slie brings home a good quantity wherever 
she finds it ; for, besides giving her offspring, 
drink, she cleans and cook the neat with water ; 
and forms a pool in which the young learn to 

George next told them of maspg' nests, which 
they had all lately seen ; and that sometiiDes 
30,000 wasps have been found in one neat or 
colony. The cells or nests of bees, they b& 
knew perfectly well ; for James had hives in 
the orchai'd, and a ghiss-hive through which 
they often looked ; but they had never even 
heard of the i?/ason-6fe — aBoUtBrybee,of which 
George had discovered the nest that day, 
sticking to the wall of the tool-house in th« 
orchard. It was too dark to see it now,— 'but 
Sophia at once proposed a lantern. , 

" Were it even broad day, you would SM 
nothing save a rough bit of clay or lime, stuck 
as it were accidentally on the wall : — but what 
a wonderful structure ia hid within !" 

Gvorgehad that mom\ng-wnU«aKaw:Aau]it 
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of the Mason-bee in hia mother's book of 
Natural History, and from it he now road : 
— " Like every judicious architect, the first 
thing the femaleMason-bee does— for the male 
gives her no assistance in building~^s to find 
proper materials. She knoM*s that every kind 
of sand will not suit her purpose, and grain by 
gmin picks what she approves. Having- thus as 
it were quarried her stones, she brings ibem in- 
to a heap together, Tlie next step is to cement 
tliem with mortar. This she fumislies from 
lier own body. From her mouth she throws 
forth a rigrid or sticky liquid, which moistens 
the grains of sand. She now cements as many 
grains together as she is able to carry ; and, 
considering her size, she takes prodigious bur- 
dens in her teeth ; for these are tlie foundation 
shines, and they cost her a terrible exertion." 
Fanny here dropped Fatima's pockets at 
which she worked. Sophia laid aside her pen- 
til I nnd Charles, leaning his chin on his two 
hmds, his elbows supported on the table, be- 
gan to fancy even Bob Sibthorpe a poor me- 
chanic compared with the Mascm-Xtt^.— '■'■'^<«> 
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foundation laid, she works night and day tiU 
her habitation is completed. This takes her 
about a week. All her apartments or cells are 
of one form, in the shape of Fanny's thimble, 
and about an inch high and a half-inch wide. 
One thing worthy of notice, Sophia, is, that 
the sensible Mason-bee, never begins a second 
cell till she has completed the one on hand. 
These cells are intended to hold her eggs or 
worms, wHch remain in the cells till they pass 
into the chrysalis state. I think Fanny knows 
something of the chmiges which insects un- 
dergo : — You Litre seen a caterpillar takea 
from the garden become abutterfly? Wlienthe 
Mason-bee has reared the cell, with which she 
is occupied, about two-thirds of the height she 
intends to make it, she thinks — Nature iuspires 
her with the knowledge — that the future inlia- 
hitant will require the food which the ej^ does 
not at first need, and she deposits a store tot 
the sustenance of the young worm that comes 
from the egg. This food is the flour or meal 
of flowers diluted with honey." 
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" Pap, sach as nnrsea g^ve to babies," cried 
Sophia. 

" Just so, only more delicate." 

" She makes this pap by first collecting the 
meal, and the honey she furnishes from her 
own body ; tog'ether they foiin a rich paste. 
This done she finishes the cell ; and after leav- 
ing an egg in it, builds it over closely with 
some more of her mortar or bnilding mate- 
rial. Of these cells she makes from three to 
seven or eight. Though thus seemingly closed 
against the admittance of air, it is ascertained 
by naturalists, tliat the very small quantity of 
air necessary to the existence of the worm, 
does actually penetrate these sealed-up cells. 
Tlie whole nest, as yon will see to-morrow, 
appears of a roundish oblong shape aa it sticks 
to the wall, and is covered all over with a 
coarser kind of mortar, which forms as it were 
an entire outer wolL" 

" When the worm bos gone through the 
chTy*aUs state, and become a JJy or bee, it 
gnaws its way out of the cell by the top, or 
last closed place j then through the ex.i«T'-OT 
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wall, and flies away a perfect Lee, to cob* 
struct, if a female, nests for itself. 

" How ■BOiiderful !" esclaimed Sophii 
" The ma£on-bee is uadoubtedly the moat ex- 
traordinary insect we ever lieard of." 

" It is the last you hare heard of, Sophia," 
said her mother, smiling. " Have yoa forgot 
the ants and their cows ?" 

" The mason-bee does not always biuld 
from the fonndation," continued George. 
" She sometimes takes possession of an un- 
tenanted house, and repairs tlie cells to suit 
herself." 

" How snug and secure she makes all I" 
said Chatles. 

" Yet slie has her cunaiug enemiea. After 
she has formed her cell, and laid in provisioas, 
a terrible depredator, called the ichttetimon 
fly, deposits its e^ in her cell, as yon have 
read the cachoo does hers in the nesta of the 
hedge-sparrow, the wag-tail, and some of the 
finches." 

" I remember, in the Peacock at Home, 
mother," cried Sophia; — ^.V 
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* And tbe cnekoo, who >bau1d have b«n ons of the giiHta, 
"Via rousing on visits to other birdi' neita." 

" It%ht, SopLia. — Wiien tlie egg of the 
ichneumon fly becomes a worm, it first eats 
wp the provision the mason-bee had laid up for 
her own offspring;, and next devours the poor 
bee-worm itself. She, or her prog;eny, have 
yet another enemy. The e^ of a species of bee- 
tle it sometimes laid in her cell, from wliich 
iisaess most rapacHius worm, nrmed with fanga. 
This monster not only devours the store of pro- 
visions and also his feeble neig'hbour in tbe c^, 
but spreads bis depredntiuns or conquests to 
the adjoining' cells, by penetrating' yAtat I 
may call the partition or party-walls, devonr- 
ing all before him. The merciless depredator 
then becomes a line beetle, pierces the ex- 
terior walls, and flies off to enjoy a new exis- 
tewce." 

" I hate him, mother," cried Fanny. 

" He prey* on orplians, and devours widows' 
bouses," said Sophia. 

** He follows his natural instincts, Sophia. 
To us (hey appear unamuib\«.' 
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" What b his name, 
Sophia. — Mrs. Herbert could not telL— *' iTieij 
I shall call him the Attomet/ Beelle, mamma.'" 

" Capitnl, Sophy," cried George, latigliing;. 

" The AttoTneij Beetle ! Sophia. What do 

" You know, mother, that was just the 'vfsj 
Attorney Crimp did about the leMe of Mrs. 
John Clement's house, and her children's for- 
tunes ; and all attorneys are great rogues." 

" Who told yon so ?" 

" Every body — every book one reads — " 

" Is your guardian and great-uncle, Mr. Ro- 
bert Herbert, a great rogue?" 

" Of course not, mother." 

" Is Mr. Orme, who used to visit ua in 
London, a rogue P" 

" O, no, no, mother — the kindest, funniest, 
most pleasant old gentleman, who took ChaTlei 
and me to see the pantomime, aiid qiiite en- 
riched us with sweetmeats and oranges." 

" Proof enough that he must be an honest 
attorney, Sophia," replied her mother, smiling. 
WfeH, I think these two gftiA\wft«o. «« -iSi. 
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tlie personal acquaintances you yet enjoy a- 
mong the class of persons you wish to stigma- 
tize. I desire then that you will not presume 
to give any beetle or insect so improper a 
name. You are too yoting to understand your 
own feelings ; hut you know well at what 
you aim. You wish to do a severe and in- 
jurious thing. Whatever books have taught 
you this, they cannot, so far, be proper books : 
— even your own childish experience contra- 
dicts their testimony. Those who denounce 
and stigmatize whole classes and professions, 
must be either untliinking persons, or persons 
incapable of judging. — I have said enough, 
Sophia. Now I will shew you what I think 
you will all admire." Mrs. Herbert unlocked 
her cabinet, and took from below a glass, a 
bird's nest I — a pretty chaffinch's nest, with 
four little eggs ! — " This was not robbed, Fan- 
ny. It was found in a cherry-tree on the 
waU, deserted by the little mother, who had 
probably been frightened away." — The nest 
was excessively admired by all present — and 
then laid carefully away by So\i\«vt, ^«i -wV^soi. 
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her mother gare a passage to read from Mont- 
gomery's Pelican Islands, on the instinct by 
which hirds practise that art — 

« Which moiher-bird did never teach her daughter ; 
Lovey for hie own deUghtfid school, reaenring 
That myaterjr, which novice never fiuled 
To learn infallibly, when taught by Him : 
Hence that amall master-ineoe of Nature's Art, 
Still unimpaire d a ti ll unimproved remains. 

The nightingale that dwelt in Adam's bower, 

And poured her stream of music through his dreams; 

J!j^ Boarifl^ lark that kd the eye of Eve 

Into the clouds ; 

The dove that perched upon the Tree of Life, 

And made her bed among its thickest leaves ; 

All the wing'd inhabitants of Paradise, 

Whose songs were mingled with the songs of angeb. 

Wove their first nests as curiously and well 

As the wood-minstrels of our evil day.** 



Sophia next sought Grahame*s Birds of 
Scotland ; and read of birds, and their nests, 
and habits, and forms, till, to her great sur- 
prise, both Charles and Fanny fell half asleep, 
even while she read of the Robin and thd 
Wren. 



PUNCTOALITY. 



CHAPTER IX. 



■ — VISIT TO A COTTAGE. 



Next moming when Mrs. Herbert passed 
through the hall to go into the dining-room, 
a few minutes before eight, there utooil Bob 
Sibthorpe, liis book under his arm — but no 
Charles I CliarleB had gone with hia sisters 
before seven, to see if they could discover the 
nest of the mason-bee on the wall of the tool- 
house, resolved to bo back in time to hear Bob 
his lesson. By dint of great exertion in run< 
ning, he contrived to be a minute before his 
sist«r8, but it was a quarter past eight — almost 
time to go to Mr. Dodsley ; and Maurice, la- 
zy Maurice, was fitting on the liall-steps, in- 
structing Bob. He had naked if lie mii^* 
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give Bob liis le«son ; and Mrs. Herbert said 
be certainly migbt. Sbe said Cbarles ought 
to be obliged to bim for making up for bis fail- 
ure ; but Charles did not look as if be felt ob- 
liged — ^nor did Bob. Cbarles swallowed his 
bread and milk in great baste. — <' If I bad a 
watcb, motber/' be said at last — << I must tbeu 
be more punctuaL" 

" Does the possession of a watch compel. 
punctuality, Cbarles?" 

** Mauribe and George have watches. * I 
don*t care for a grand one ; but one that would 
go, and tell tbe hours, that one might be true 
to one's engagements." 

<< Most men, and many boys have watches^ 
Cbarles ; and when you are fit to take care of 
a watch, you shall have one ; but watches 
don't teach punctuality, or else all tbe men 
and boys who wear them would be true to 
their time. Still less can a watch make a man 
keep his promise." 

" I did not forget either, mother — not for 
one minute. I always was thinking — ' Bob 
wiU be come— -Bob will be yraitin^ — It wiH 
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be Boll's honr to go to the mill, and let his 
fiithbr homfl to breakfast — I shall be too late 
for Mr. Dodsley ;' but you, Sophia, you per- 
suaded mo to search by the sonny church- 
yard wall for a Lady-btrd, that Fanny might 
see it by the microscope ; and I went, always 
thinking, — ' I shall be too late.'" 

" Your conscience ticked, Charles, though 
you had no watch," said Mrs. Herbert. " If 
you bad heeded its ' still, small roice,' yon 
would not IiaTO needed a watch. But what 
became of that mind of your own, of which I 
heard yon boast, not very civHIy, the other 
evening ? It is a veiy accommodating' mmd 
which allows you to be persuaded against yonr 
eonscience when inclination tempts yon, and 
makes you obstinate, and almost rude, when 
your sisters request you to yield to their de- 
sires in a cornparfttlvely trifling mutter. — Be 
off now." 

Charles went slowly nway, rnminating on 
his ff-eak points of chnractor, and half afraid 
that even a watch would not cure him, without 
great resolution. '" '"" '•■'[- ' 



1 
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After dinner Mrs. Herbert walked to tbg 
cottage of Amy's mother, and took Sophui, 
Cliailes, and Fanny witli her. It wm a long 
walk, but they siiw many plcasaiit objects by 
the way, and did uot tire. Tbe reapers w«re 
in tbe fields in some places, and tbe corn waf^ 
leading; home in others ; the {^ugh aqd Iuu> 
rows immediately fiillowing the carts that 
took away tbe last sheuveii, that they might 
prepare the ground for a new crop. Amy'a 
muther wits out at harvest-work ; but the Uttl« 
gir] herself received them. She was spreading 
frocks, and petticoats, and aprons, on tbe dwarf 
furze bushes by the cottage, and caps so small 
that Fanny thought they must be dolls' caps.— 
No, they were those of the baby which Amy 
lifted from a sort of wicker basket, where it 
sat nn a pillow playing in safety, wliile she did 
her work. Mrs. Hts-hert was much pleased 
with the neatness, cleanliness, and good order 
of the iMittDge, and with Amy's answers ta 
her questions about her mother. Sophia heard 
her afterwards saying to Mrs, Dodsley, tl^gk 
Ha sight of tliis poor deacrted >HQTaB.n.'a 



1 



tiona for tier b\x children — of eo mach done and 
enjoyed on so little, strengthened her faith, 
and stifled cTery repining feeling, when slie 
thought of her own orphans. 

Sophia and Fanny went about on tiptoe, ad- 
miring every contrivance which, with cheap 
cost, or only patient industry, added to the 
comfort and neatness of the dwelling. The 
doors were Hi-fitted, as is often the case in 
poor cottages. A neat plaiting of rushes, 
ndled all round, formed a pretty -lookiDg 
&ame-work or border to them, and added 
greatly to the warmth of the honse in winter. 
It had been woven by the little boy who scared 
die rooks from the farmer's fields ; and there 
were several baskets of his IVnining, in whii;h 
dothes and things to be mended were kept, 
and whicli were fit for many useful household 
purposes. There was a wicker-work hanging- 
shelf stored with goods, and another on which 
the Sunday shoes were kept ; and several 
bmrkets, of a conical shape inverted, hung a- 
g^nst the walls, contaioiog spoons and a few 
Id^es. The walls were s.l«,m«i "ji?iw«,'^» 



204 DIVEHSlOJia OF HOLLYCOT. 

floor was nicely sanded, tho dresser veil Hconr- 
ed, and the bed neat ; three bough-pota stood 
in the window-sill, between some volumes of 
old books. The fire-place was wide ftod 
whitened ; but the fire-grate was •' so v^ty, 
very gmall," that Fanny did not like it. Over 
it was a bras^i candlestick, two smootliitig- 
irons, and two bright email sauce-pan lids, — 
these were prettier ; and the handle of ijie 
hearth-brush, and the bellows, and the dust- 
pan, were all so nice — but the bellows were 
damaged ; Charles was sure he could mend 
thcD), Rt least with the assistance of Bob Sib- 
thorpe. His mother s^d he might try if 
Amy's mother would give him leave. But 
by far the most beautiful object they saw waa 
a cuckoo-clock, which Charles examined n^- 
nutely, and explained to Fanny, who appeated 
to understand him better than Sophia ; but she 
remembered Cowper's cuckoo-clock, and that 
was something. It struck six, and the c^dld 
said her mother would soon come now. Sh^ 
pal on the tea-kettle. Her mother, she sai^ 
could not eat the hearty dmnev oi V\ib Teasers, 



— she brought the bacoD and bread home for 
the children, and had some tea or soup. — The 
wonum came in, — thin, and fatigued, and over- 
worked she looked ; but she was cheerfid and 
gratefol. 

" It is for my children I labour," she said ; 
" and good children they are ; eveiy one, save 
the infant, dojnj^ some little thing to help me, 
— that poor thing toiling even above her 
strength ; but, please God, these are our hard- 
est years, — we mnst set a stout heart to a 
steep hill, ma'am, and we will soon better 
ourselvea." 

The little boy, whom Sophia called " Giles 
the Farmer's boy," came running in, carrying 
a bnndle and a bird's cage. Hia master's son 
had taken his post for a half-hour. He brought 
home a dirty smoi-k-frock and shirt ; and Amy 
took the cleitn change that was prepared, from 
one of the baskets, and gave it to him. He 
was a fine, stout, open-faced boy, of franker 
manners and handsomer appearance than 
Amy. He spoke to Charles at once, in reply 
to his questions ; and ChatXe* ftSciti^''."''^*'*-'"*' 
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his fields, die first day he could spare; for 
there was mnch to see there. When the 
handkerchief was remored from the cage, it 
was found to be a rough ^bric of die boy's own 
making ; but the inmate was a beautiM gold- 
finch, which pranked itself, and shewed its 
bright plumage, and crowed to die cheery 
well-known voice of Giles, its beloved master 
and instructor. Its charms did not end fane. 
•Oiles had tanght it to draw iq> its own water* 
It was in fact in all respects one of those gold- 
finches the bird-fanciers call Ihaw^waters* 
A small bucket, made of a silver thimble, was 
suspended by silken threads, and dipped into 
a cup of water, which formed the wdL Bit 
by bit the litde creature drew up the full 
bucket by its bill, as it drew holding down die 
chain with its foot. Then it drank, and the 
bucket ran down. It was delightful to see the 
operations of the litde engineer, but grievooa 
to witness his disappointment, when sometimQi 
the chain slipt from below his foot, just as die 
bucket was at his bill, and the whole buisiaess 
§ras to do over again. 



ViaiT TO A COTTAGB, £07 

" Is this, mamma, mentioned, in your bouk 
among the artifices of animals ?" 

" No, Sopliia, 1 liave mentioned only aucU 
tilings as hirds, beasts, and fishes, and plants 
also, do, if I may so speak, according to their 
own suggestion, and according to varying cir- 
camstancea to whii^h they certaJiily adapt 
tliemselves. This pretty art is taught to 
Goldie, as dogs are trained to dance, and 
learned pigs and ponies to do various tricks 
which you have seen." 

" I should like to know something more of 
the artifice* of animals," said Charles. " That 
looks aa if tliey reasoned, motlier ; does it 
not ?" 

" It eertaiidy, Charles, goes far beyond blind 
—what we call blind inslinet" 

" But I don't like the word artijicea, mammii, 
~~artijices are not honest." 

" I don't dislike your objection, Charlea, 
but naturalists use tlie word ; and I do not know 
where a bettor could be found. — Language is 
a Tory rich, and also a very poor thing." 
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Mrs. Herbert now talked apart with Amy's 
mother, whom she had before sent in^ the 
closet with the baby, saying she would amuse 
herself with the children at the labonn of 
Giles's pretty, well-taoght bird. As the party 
came out, Fanny looked once more at one of 
the baby's caps on the bushes, but at wary 
distance. 

<< I daresay you may look at, and examina it 
nearer, Fanny. Amy's mother will give yoa 
leave ; the cap is dry, so your fingers will not 
soil it, if you take care." 

<< Surely look, miss," said Amy's mother. 
<< It is but a poor thing for you to look at." 

" If you mean in materials and needlework," 
sud Mrs. Herbert, << I question — ^nay, I am 
very sure, many a royal mother, in three of 
the four quarters of the globe, could not 
produce the equal of this little cap in ma- 
teriab and sewing. — Which are those quar- 
ters, Sophia?" 

<< Asia, Africa, and America," replied So- 
phia, " where manufactures are not universal- 
ly Anown." 



" Mamma," said Fanny, aft«r a piDiont 
exsmhiatlnn, " I tliink I could make one" 

" A babjr'a cap, yourself, Fanny !" cried So- 
phia. " / ronld scarce do thai." 

" No reason that F^nny should not," said 
Mrs. Herbert. 

Ji^imy was still measuring, tnmin^ round, 
and narrowly investigating all the seams. — 
" AH bnt the cross-stitch and the shaping, 
mamma, I am sure I can do." 

" But yon are so busy willi Fntima's tilings," 

" Yes, mamma — but if i oould make a cap 
to a real living bahy — this pretty boy — that 
would be so muuh better." 

" I think it would : — you may try." 

" I'll take Fatima'e cambric Circassian robe 
— that, with her searf border to trim the cap, 
will mitke one nice one." 

Flanny detailed her plans, and Sopliia walked 
on before with Charles. She told him Amy 
was to go to school as soon us the barreat- 
work was over, and the potatoes were taken 
up. 

" And mamma is to yi\^ \.W "("ilijaa '^ 
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Ajoiffi labour ; for I heard her say, ^ H have 
a little fond confided to me for good i|gea,,aiid 
I can make no better use of part of it tiban to 
enable you to give up out-of-doors work»,aDd 
send Amy to school for the winter. So if. you 
indeed cannot spare her, tell me firankly^ and 
I will cheerfully pay for her home labour. . I 
will purchase her time to school, if you cannot 
afford' to give it.' I am sure, Charlefly lam 
very sure Amy's people are not vulgar.* 

^ And I am sure not, also, Sophia ; and I am 
sure, too, mamma did not mean you to hear 
all this ; so I beg you will not tell it to me. I 
daresay, however, you could not help over- 
hearing, the house is so small." 

Fanny wished very much to see a glow-worm 
on their way home ; but it was still too light, So- 
phia said, and also too late in the season ; but 
after Charles struck off into a lane to consult 
Bob Sibthorpe about mending the bellows, 
Sophia pointed out to her bees winging their 
way home, and " the shard-borne beetle with 
its drowsy hum," and moths, and the bat 
nickering about. 
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" What n long day's work the bees Lave, 
Tuamma." 

" Yes, Fanny, and they lose not a single 
instaiit of that long day. — Place them in a 
new hive, and in how short a time they wUl 
have set about and eoinpleted many cells, 
preparatory to their other labours." 

Sophia taufj^ht Fanny a few pretty lines to 
the Bee, on their homeward walk. 



" Tbou wut out betimet, Uiou huiy, lini;' Rcc ! 

Before the Cow from ber rtsting 
I Had riKn up aud IcfL h«r Usee 

Od Ihe inradow, mtb Aew bo g 
••(' Baw I thef, thon buiy, Inuy Bee, 



" Thou WETt working late, thou huij 

After the fall oCtbe attni Bom 

Whu tha PiiauoK of crening va 

I heard thee laat, a> 1 WW thee fir 

In llie Bileocp of lie erening iioi 

Heard I thee, Ibou biiay, bnay Bee. 



^ 



mij to bunt, 

r, ' '1^ 



" Tbuu art ■ miser, thou huny, buay Bee ! 
L«M and early at emplor i 
Still on tby golden ilorei intent. 
Thy tumnicr in benpiug and boarding it gpent 
What thy winter will never enjoy ; 
Wiie IcMnn Ihii for me, (iHtu bu>y, biwy Ike !" 
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Fanny was very glad when thpy got home ; 
hhe wa§ tired, and liked to see the tpa-tiible, and 
the hot cakes, and the fire burning oheerfnlly ; 
for the barrest evenings were now liccome 
cliitl. She lolled on the table, and made her- 
self " eomfortahlo" after tea. Every one 
else was employed. 

" I don't think people bare so mnch tense 
ns bees, mamma. If I bad been ' a bnsy, busy 
bee,' I might have had Fatiiua's robe unpick- 
ed to-night, ready to begin the baby's cap 
to-morrow." 

" Some people, Fanny," said hep mother, 
smiling. " But are you resolute to strip 
Fatima." 

" Yes, mamma, I am a whole month past 
seven. That is the age Maurice ttiid me, the 
Parliament gentlemen say, English girls should 
give up dolls." 

" Parliament gentlemen — IVIanrit^e told you? 
Fanny, J believe you are right in saying bees 
have more seiise than persons," said Qeorge, 
laughing ; and Sophia laughed alflo.— Fanny 
iFos not pleased. ' ' " 
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" I know what Fanny means," said Mrs. 
Herbert. " She refurs to part of a very in- 
tereating and uurioiis report, made to a com- 
mittee of the House of Commons. You have 
uli'uady some idea ot production mtdmcumfac' 
tare, and of the division of labour. You have 
all heard of, and George and IVtaorice have 
seen tlie maniifaijturc of that small, common, 
and seemmgly worthless thing, a pin ; and you 
know how many men aiid boys are employed 
in the process. You have read in Even'inqs at 
Home, of the value to M'hich a pound of flax, 
or of pig-iron, may be raised by manufacture. 

" A pound of flax, that costs only fourteen- 
pence, may, if converted into fine French lace, 
become worth 57GO times the value of the 
flax ; and a farthing's wortli of pig-iron, wbeu 
converted into a delicately-worked steel chain, 
be raised to 163,G00 tiroes its original value. 
The greatent jjolilical economist that the world 
has yet seen, has spoken on the subject of 
manufactures, in a way which will be perfect- 
ly intelligible, and I hope pleasing to you, — 1 
moan Adah Smith, author of the WEfci.T«. 
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or Nations." The children were sure they 
would be pleased) and George read as fol- 
lows ^— 



ON THE DIVISION OP 

" Obserre tlie accommodation of the i 
common artificer or day-labourer in ncivilii- 
cd and thriving country, and you will per- 
ceive that the number of people, of whose 
indnstry a part, though but a smtdl part, hw 
been employed in procuring him tliie accommo- 
dation, exceeds all computation. The woollen 
coat, for example, which covers the day-la- 
bourer, coarsi! and roi]gh as it may appear, ia 
the produce of tbe joint labour of a great mul- 
titude of workmen. The shepherd, the soiler 
of the wool, the wool-comber or carder, the 
dyer, the scribbler, the spinner, the weaver, 
the fuller, the dresser, with many others, must 
all join their diiferont arts, in order to coia- 
plete even tluH homely production. Hew 
many merchants and carriers, besides, miisl 
bare btvii employed in ltRnft\«>T\™g \i\e. otia- 
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teiials from eome of those vorlcmen to others, 
who often livo in a very distant part of the 
vouatry ! Huw much commerce and nftTigo- 
tion, in particular; how many ship-buildera, 
sailors, saU-makers, rope-makers, mtist hare 
been employed in order to bring together the 
different drugs made use of by tho dyer, which 
often come ft«m the remotest oomers of tlie 
TTorid I Wlutt a rariety of labour, too, is ne- 
cessary in order to produce the tools of the 
meanest of those workmen. To say nothing 
of such complicated machines as the ship of 
the sailor, tho mill of the fuller, or even tlie 
loom of the weaver, let us consider only what 
a variety of labour is requisite, in order to 
form tlutt very simple machine, the shears 
with which the shepherd clips the wool. The 
mioer, the builder of the furnace for smelt- 
ing the ore, the feller of llie timber, the bum- 
is- of the charcoal to be made use of in th« 
nacltiog-IuHUe, tbe brick>mtdirr, tho brick- 
layer, tho workmen who attend the furnnc«, 
tho mill-wriglit, tbe (or^r, the amith, mut 
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all of them join their different mts in order to 
produce them." 

" Manupactuhes are ahnost bs woiwlerinl 
as Natural EListory, mother," sidid Sof^ia. 
" But we have not yet heard of Fanny's Par- 
liamentary reason for abaudoning Fatima." 

'-' But you shall hear ; and yon may still far- 
ther learn the importance of trifles in a commer- 
cial and mannfactuiing country. The statement 
was lately made before a ParliaiDeiitary Com- 
mittee, by a g-tass-trinket manufacturer, Mr. 
Osier of Birmingham, who was deputed, by 
the Chamber of Commerce of that town, to at- 
tend the committee. 

dolls' eyes, 

" X^^hteMi years agV( on my first journey to 
London, a respectable looking: man, in the 
city, aaked me if I could supply him with 
dolls' eyes — and I was foolish enoug'h tu feel 
half offended. — I thought it derogatory ta my 
dignity as a manufacturer, to make dolls' eyeg. 
He took me into a room, qnite as wide, ''and 



VISIT TO A COTTAOE. 217 

perhaps twice the lengfth of this,* and we had 
juBt room to walk between stacks, from the 
floor to the celling, of parts of dolls. He Baid 
' these are only the legs itnd arms, the tronks 
sre below.' Bui I saw enough to convince 
me that lie wanted a great many eyes ; and as 
the article appeared quite in my own line of 
bHsiness, 1 said I wonld take an order by way 
of experiment ; and he showed me several 
specimens. I copied the order. He ordered 
various qunntitics, and of various sizes and 
qualities. On returning to the Tavistock ho- 
tel, I foand the order amounted to upwards 
of £500. I went into the country, and en- 
deavoured to make them. I had some of the 
most ingenious glass toy-makers in the king- 
dom in my service ; but when I ibowed it U) 
tbem, they shook their heads, and said they 
had often seen the article faeiVe, but could 
not make it. I engaged them by presents to 
use their best exertions ; but after trying and 
wasting a great deal of time for three or four 
weeks, I was obUged to relinquish the nt^ 
■ The Commitlce-toora o(lWHwj«o\t'itv.««»- 
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tempt. Soon afterwai-ds I engaged in another 
branch of bnsines», (cliandc-lier fnrniture,) Mid 
took no more notice of it. About ei^teea 
months ago I resumed the trinket trade, and 
then determined to think of the dolla' eyw; 
and about eight montlis since I acddent^y 
met with a poor feUow who had impoveriabed 
himself by drinkin|i;, and who was dyin^ ta ■ 
consnmption, in a state of great want. I sbow* 
ed him ten soTereigna ; and he said he would 
instruct me in the process. He was in sndt a 
state that he could not bear the effluvia of hu 
own lamp. Though I was very cnnversimt 
with tlie manual ]>art of the huginesa — and it 
related to things I was daily in the habit of 
seeing — I felt I could do notliing from bis de< 
scription.— (I mention this to show how diffi* 
cult it is to convey, by description, the mode 
of working.) — He took mc into liis garret. In 
an instant, before 1 had seen Idm make three, 
1 felt competent to make a gross ; and tlie dif- 
ference between his mode and that of my own 
workmen was so triding, that 1 felt the «»• 
most astoaislimctxt. 



1 
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" Yon cannov make dolls' eyes ?" 
" 1 can. As it was eighteen yeai'9 Hgfl that 
I received tlio order I liave mentioned, and 
fcelicig doubtful of my own recollection, 
thong'li very strong-, and suspecting' that it 
could not have been to the amount stated, I 
last night took the present very reduced price 
of that article, (less than half now of wliat it 
was then ;) and calculating that every child in 
this country, not nsin^ a doll till two years 
old, and throwing it aside at seven, and having 
a new one annually, I satisfied myself that the 
eyes alone would produce a circulation of a 
great many thousand pounds. I mention this 
merely to show the importance of trifles." 

" You perceive what my Fanny umed at ; 
and that you were rash in laughiug at her," 
said iVira. Herbert, smiling, to her little daugh- 
ter. But no one would stop to think of 
Fanny, and her Parliamentary meanings, and 
her coniusion of ideas. 

*' Many tlionsand pounds circulated by tlic 

I 
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demand for dolls' eyes I It was quite won- 
derful," Chuies said. << Penny-dolls and two- 
penny dolls *' 

** Andy at prime cost, farthing doUs, and 
halfpenny doUs/' s^d Mrs. Herbert. ^ How 
many thousand pounds then, by the demand 
for needles and pins — allowing every semp- 
stress to break or lose one fine needle and 
four pins a week. That is but a low average 
-^uite too low for you Sophia, you are 

aware." 

^^ Far too low, mother,'' replied Sophia, 

laughing and blushing. 

Maurice and Charles got their slates, and 
engaged in long and, to them, puzzling calcu- 
lations. Mrs. Herbert was by no means cer- 
tain of their accuracy ; but so far they were 
allowed to ' be right ; and the results were, 
Charles said, ^^ prodigious for needles and 
pins I" Then, c^amt^-needles had been for- 
gotten, and carpel-needles, and sail-cloth-nee^ 
dies. There was no end to it at bedtime— 
so the subject was laid aside for the present. 

Next morning, CharYea, ^tlvwil a watch, 
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was pointed, as the hull clock, to the boor of 
Bob's lesson ; and eviMt before that, ho had 
been at the forge with the bplluwg. Geor^ 
said, " they were mended very auffidently; 
and certainly considerably more clumBily than 
sny tinker would have done thoni for a ^roat," 
Whatever George tlionght, Cbarles'i Bistera 
admired his ingenuity exceedingly ; and so did 
Amy and her mother, — &nd his good-natnre 
also. And Gliaries demonstrated the power 
of the bellows on the dining-room fire, till kdf 
the coals were sent np the diimney. 

On this sunEhino dsy, Fanny saw the 
" bntterfly's [ilnmod wings" Ijy the microS' 
cope; and said, " seeing is believing." She 
also saw loveral gnats and beetles, and some 
mlnnte parts of flowers, — i.nd the cnrioas ve- 
getation called mould, that grows on paste, and 
also on starch and leather expose<l tu damp. 
Some of the insects looked, she thought, very 
fierce and ugly. Some small feathers, and moss, 
and thistlc'down, and cider-down, were cerbun- 
ly very heantiful ; bnt tlic lady-bird wiw not so 
pretty as ihe expected it to be. ttw TRiiCofcx 
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said Ehe tcos rather young yet to imderatand 
or to enjoy the wonders of the microscope ; 
and Geoi^, that " it whs not a poetical in- 
strument." Sophia had an unconquerable a- 
vereion to look at spiders, wasps, &c. through 
this mouium ; and her mother did not urg'e 
her. She saw, what in her opinion was far 
more beautiful, as weU as more wonderful, the 
circulation of the blood, thi'ough no disagree- 
able medium, hut in the transparent and de- 
licate substance, a minnow's tail. The poor 
little minnow was fastened down to a slip of 
glass. And how brightly the crystal fluid 
rushed on, careering through those minute 
lucid conduits, faster than the eye could fol- 
low its course I Sophia declared that this most 
be the moat beautiful experiment in the world ; 
George, that it was certainly one of the most 
striking of the wonders exhibited by the mi- 
croscope. It was delightful too, to roliere 
tlie minnow from its bondage ; and to see it 
enjoy its escape, sporting in the globe of water 
in which it was kept. 
To restore Faany t» Vet oirv^pMi. «j&imE«b- 
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tioD of the lady-bird, her eldest brother, as 
they went carefully to restore their speciiuen 
to the sunny waU where they liad found it, 
repeated to her a litdo poem, which she after- 
wards learned. 

TO THE tADY-BIHD. 
" LADr-BiHD ', Lady-Bird ! fly avay home — 



" Lndy-Bitd ! Lady-Bird ! fly away home— 
The glow-worm ia lighting her lamp. 

The icw'a falting Tut, and your fioB Bpeuklcd w 
Will flig vich the cloBe-tUinguig damp. 

" Lady-Bird ! Lady-Bird ! fly away tome — 

The faiiy-belli tinhte alar, 
Halte LiaHter or they'll catch ye, invi htrneu yo 

With a cobweb, lo Oberau^B car. 



" Lady-Bird ! Lady-Bird 1 fly t< 
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CHAPTER X. 

THE JUVENILE DEBATE — ^BSAVTY OR 

UTILITY. 

One evening) before 1^ %ht8 were brought 
in, little Harry came down stairs ; and to amuse 
him the young group gathered round the blaz- 
ing hearth, and had, what Charles called, a 
famous game at " Ail the horns in the wood** 
Sophia was astonished Ihat, though she was 
older than Fanny, she was much oilener <nU 
in the game : she thought herself cleverer 
too ; but she did not mention this. 

" I suppose your eagerness puts you out^ 

said her mother. " In this game, as in every 

concern of life, the coo/, the self-possessed^ 

those who have their wits about thenny will have 

the advantage over scared, «c.^\XftTA)imn!^^^Qr- 
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sons, who, even with much more talent, may 
have less presence of mind and power of at- 
tention" 

The game went on — still Sophia was out — 
even Mauriue shewed superior presence of 
mind. Sophia was not pleased ; she became 
clamorous in vindicating herself; Harry be- 
came obstreperous ; and Mrs. Herbert, 'after en- 
dui-ing, for some minutes, noise, which only a 
mother could endure, ordered the youngculprit 
to the nursery. The pastmie led the discourse 
to the characters and habits of quadrupeds. 
" That means four-footed beasts, Sophia," 
whispered Charles, " from two Latin words, 
signifying four and feet. The meaning of 
words is one good oue gets from Latin ; I 
learned the meaning of that name to-ilay." 

" You are a very learned man, Charles," re- 
turned Sophia; " but I knew that long ago." 
Sophia sometimes told Charles things that ho 
knew before ; but he never gave her an an- 
swer like this. He had a mind to tell her so, 
but he checked himseUi and gulped hack his 
angry retort ; and his mother smiled and 
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nodtled to him. " Mamnia can read atf 
thoughts, and she U pleased with me," thcM^ht 
Charles. Sophia also caught her mothnr'i 
glance ; and ^he reddened with shame. 

George now proposed, as a less noisy aitnne* 
ineot, that, till the candles were brougbt j% 
every one should tell what beast, or kind of 
besat, he should prefer, if left on RobiliMn 
Crusoe's island, and confined to one i—'mbI. 
He began with Fanny. , ■- 

" I love a white rabbit with red eyes, or a 
squirrel ; it is so jH'otty, and nimble, and ten* 
sible too ; it lays up a store for winter." 

" Sucb a silly choice !" cried SophiM. " GWa 
me the bouuding deer I — or stay, the Bofai^-a 
or * the half-reaaouing elephant ;' but the one 
we saw was so ugly and lumpish. But how 
could I forget — above all tbur-fboted crea- 
turee, I do lore the royal antelope — 'tis the 
▼ery humming-bird among beasts — beautiiiiJ, 
elegant creatui^ !" 

" Be sure you know your own mind, Sophin." 

" Then stay — the leopard is so giacetU 
aBdagile-~-" 
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" The lion bo bold and miijest'ic," aaid 
George, who liked to lead on his sister. 

" True — and his roar so terrible — and his 
mane so shaggy." Sophia hesitated. 

" Or the bright-eyed gazelle," eaid George; 
and Sophia vraa overjoyed. 

" O yes, the gazelle — the dear gazelle — 
how could I forget it. Or perhaps a fawn, 
or a white doe ; yea, yes — I stand by the 
white iloe. 



" Whin till IB 19 the lily of June, 



N 



" And very nseful she will be to you in 
your desert island. Six loves and prefe^en^^es 
in «x fieconds !" 

" Well, no matter, mother ; — no matter, 
tJeorge — I stand by my while doe," 

" It is not what individual animal — wliat 
/ji;t you admire, Sophia, tliat is onr play ; 
but what kind of beoftt, fur good and substan- 
tial reaauns, you chooBe to accompany you to 
your desert icbuid ?" 
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<< Still I say the deer. Now do you choose, 
(Jeorge." 

<^ I dioose the horse. He is not so immediate- 
ly useful as cows or sheep perhaps ; but I hope 
to torn him to goodaccomit, and to sapport iny 
choice by excellent reasons." 

^^ Mamma, I would like to put away my 
squirrels, and get a sheep and lambs," said 
Fanny. ** The squirrel is v^ fwnMy and 
dever for himself; but he could do little good 
to 9n6 in my desert island.'* 

" That is so selfish^* cried Sophia. But 
this was overruled ; and Fanny recorded her 
amended choice. Maurice could not at once 
make up his mind: he liked a pony, and 
Charles liked a dog. Little Amy came in just 
then on a message : the game was explained 
to her, and she chose a pig, at which all the 
children laughed ; but Mrs. Herbert said she 
admired Amy's good sense in preferring the 
most useful animal she had any experience of; 
and which she had seen giving plenty and 
comfort to her mother's cottage." 
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" Now, mamma, do you choose," cried 80- 
pliift. " Sometliing superb, I am Eure ; an 
elk, or a camelopard miunma will choose." 

"But how am I to he situated in your island? 
— Am I to he alone, or to have my family 
with me ? The choice of every rational being 
must bo greatly injiuenced, if not wholly de- 
tenuined, hy the circuin stances in which he is 
placed." 

*' We must all bo with you, mamma," cried 
Charles. 

" Then I choose a milch-cow ; had I been 
alone, I might have chosen a sheep, with Fan- 
ny, for the sake of the wool to afford mc 
clothing, and to furnish my cabin comfortably." 

" O, mother, the stupid cow — the dull 



" I have much to say \a favour of my 
choice, Sophia. A cow is a sort of walking 
manufactory — a fortune to a poor family in 
herself. Consider how much she affords." 

" Cream and butter," said Charles ; " and 
milk, and cheese, and curds." ,. 

" Much more still." "^ 
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Charlea roBumuil tlie enumeratioa — " Leath- 
er, and canillca, aiid liom-spoous, and comba, 
and glue, and lielpa to makv plaster-Ume." 

" Yes, every part of her 'la useful." 

" 1 wixh 1 had chosen a oow, too, aont^^ 
Roost beef, and soup, and tongue," said Maurice. 

" Fanny's poor sheep is (juite edipsed," said 
George. 

" Far from it," smd Fanny's mother^— 
" Look round this room — examine &oin the 
kitchen to the garret, and sec how muuh of our 
comfort, and elegant accommodation, we owe 
to this Dsefid animal." 

Charles again began to enumerate. The 
list was astonishing — flannels, blankets, shawb, 
coats, carpets, mgs, curtains, sofa-coTera, mat- 
trtissea, mixed etufis for dresses ; — the impor- 
tance and usefulness of the sheep was visiblo 
in a thousand ways, Sophia began to fear she 
had been rash in her choice ; for lambs were 
so pretty in the spring. 

" And now, George, suppose you landed on 
your island with your horse— ue shed £m Ua^ 
BO bay, no oats r" ^^^1 
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<< I would erect a shed for him, rnotber, if 
deedibl in that dimate ; he would find pasture ; 
then I would mount him and hunt; hy his 
Strength Mid fleetness he would gure me im- 
mense advantages in the chace ; and by and 
by I might put him in the plough. With his 
strength, docility, and swiftness, and my reasoo 
and power, we would soon subdue omr woiid ; 
and have such delight in the ctmquest. Sub- 
due all your cows, and sheep, and pigS) and — ^^ 

** Not my dog," <^ied Charles* 

" Nor my deer," cried Sophia. 

** Yes, all animals should own our empinp." 

** Then we could only hope that you would 
break yottt neck in your attempt," said 
Sophia, laughing^ ^ and try to lay pitfalls for 
you." 

** Your ambitious project is hazardous and 
doubtful, yon perceive, George," siud Mrs* 
Herbert ; << but how secure would Fanny and 
I be." 

^ Yes, mamma; I would have a little drop 
of milk, and then lamb and mutton ; and I 
would shear my sheep^ and begin to ^in, and 
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weave, &nd knit, uuil dye ; and I would so 
like to look at my good useful slieep, and my 
pretty lambs at feed." 

" And what does poor Soplua muke of her 
deer ?" 

" It is a noble animal, George, and I love 
and admire it." 

" And it runs off from you, and grotn 
wild, and you arc left alone to live on admirar 
tion, and herbs ; you wonld not even ^et his 
skin for i;lotliing or buskins. Auknowle<l§;e 
you have made a foolish choice." 

Sophia would not confess. She scud her 
ivAile doe would be aa docile and affectionate 
as Charles's do^. But this was denied, and 
Charles was called on to defend his choice. 
" A dog is an honest, generous, faithful brut« ; 
— I do love a dog !" 

" So far good, Charles ; but how is he to 
contribute to your comfort and subsistence in 
your desert island ?" 

" I would hunt, like George, mamma. 
My dog would help me. I would fish too ; 
and be would go into t-\\e wa.\.M Nixxk m^-, I. 
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wonld find food some way, and clothing too. 
My dog would perhaps save my life someday; 
and at any rate he would love me every day, 
and never forsake me. In some countries, yon 
rememhcr, Sophia, doga are nte, and his little 
hide makes shoes too ; hut I don't value him 
for that — I only wish him for a friend at home 
in my solitude, and a companion and assistant 
abroad. He would bark for gladness to see 
me, and w^ his tail. If I were sick he would 
ooQch beside me, and lick my hands and my 
feet ; and when I died he would chace the wild 
heasts and vultiu'e^ from my body, Bs we read 
lately of the poor dog, and the French soldier. 
— Mamma, I do love a dog !" 

" You make me love him too, Charles ; and 
if I were Charles I would almoit give np my 
cow and choose a dog." 

This was higli praise to Charles. 

As sometimes happens in the debates of 
older persons, each individual retained his own 
opinion, save Sophia, wlto proposed to change 
har deer into a goat, &om respect to the princi- 
1 ia 
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pie of uHlUy* Mrs. Herbert next told Charles 
sereral anecdotes of the sagacity and affec- 
tionate fidelity of dogs, some of them amusing 
and others deeply affecting. George told of 
a. poor dog that had been found watching by 
the skeleton of his master, who had perished 
three months before in Helrellyn, the &dthfiil 
creature itself worn to a skeleton. Tears stole 
down Charles's cheeks, nor could he conceal 
them. He was not apt to fscy ; and now he- 
whispered, << It is not quite siUy crying^ mo- 
ther, and I am not very sorry ; but I could 
not just then help it.'' 

" No, my dear boy, it is not silly crying. 
It is generous sympathy with a noble animal, 
of which' you need never be ashamed. Two of 
the greatest poets of the age have expressed 
the same feelings about this very dog, more 
eloquently, but not more naturally, nor from a 
purer source than your tears now spring." 

Charles was thus reconciled to his involuntary 
display of feeling ; and though not particularly 
fond of poetry, he silently, from the recital of 
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his brother, cominitted to metnory part of the 
pathetic address of Sir Walter 8uott to this 
faithful dog', when suppoeed to be watobing 

by ita d«ad master. 

" liow laog didEE tLou tLink tbst bis silence wu glninber ; 
When tbe viud waved hU garmcota bow oft didit thou sUit j 
How many loiig days and long nighbi didet Ibou number. 
Ere be tkded before ihee, tbe friend of tby heart ?" 

Mrs. Herbert now told eeveral lively stories 
of the sagacity and address of do^, many uf 
whicli are weU atteEi«d ; and mimy iuatancea 
both eurious and amusing of the artifice of 
animals,-~4r that sometliing giving; indi<^tioD 
of a power beyond blind limited vistiitcl, by 
which the inferior creatures, and even Tege- 
tablee, accommodate themselves to existing cir~ 
cumstances, and seek their own good by the 
best means in their power. 

" How very different, mamma, my little dog 
Frisev is, from Blind Samuel's Guise, yet 
they are brothers." 

" They arc, diaries ; and a proof bow in- 
aliitct may be modified. There is Guios, the 
fai tliful,indefatigableauxiiiary of Blind Samufi^i 



wati'hful, patient, importunate in soliciting 
charity — no bad phycio^omist ; and Fhisky, 
a little, gamesome, merry foo), trotting' care- 
legsly at yonr heels, or your whistle ; yet even 
he, in doing this, knows his dnties." 

« There may have been some original differ- 
ence in the cliaracters of these brothers," said 
George. " Guide looks Uke a sage, Frieky 
lilce a schoolboy's dog." 

" Rather education, 1 tliink. Yet we do see 
a great difference in the dispoaitiuns of beasts 
— in horsee, dogs, elephants; indeed this mns, 
BO &r as ire can observe, through all uatitre. 
la the late history of the fight of the lioiig, 
WA1J.ACB and Nero, with biilI-do(ts, which 
Charles and Alaurice read so falthi'ally in the 
oewspapers, we liad a atroog example of this. 
Both animals were bom and reared in cir-f 
oumstauces precisely Bimilar." 

" And what a noble, generous fellow Nea^ 
was," cried Sophia; " how di&reot ia diapo- 
M^D from surly, savage Wallace 1— I frish 
tltey had diangcd names." 

" ^en* wanted jiiuclt, Sovliia," cried 
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ricfl. " All the boys at our school Bald that 
to a mao." Sophia looked exceedinglj- dis- 
gusted, both with the sentiment and languag;e. 

" I seldom interfere with your language, my 
young friends," said Mrs. Herbert, smiling. " 1 
seldom need — but I must say, Maurice, your 
technical or slang phrase for courage, is bet^ 
ter suited to Nero's keepers than to a well- 
taught boy, and is utterly inadaiissible in a 
circle like tlus." 

" I believe, mamma, beasts and birds liave 
often more sense tlian we guess," said Charles, 
who was sorry for Maurice. 

" No doubt of it, Charles, sense and feeling 
both ; and we should bear that in mind in our 
treatment of them. Many animals have a high 
sense of honour and shame. They are sensi- 
ble of insults as well as of wrongs. They are 
susceptible of emulation ; but I tldnk never of 
envy, and rarely of revenge." 

" As I don't like to beat Frisky, I some- 
times reason with him ; and I think I make 
him asharned, mamma ; but he foi^ets in a mo- 
ment ; and bo has his little arti/iccs Via" 
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" But is not artifice very wrong, mamma ?^ 

^' If I applied the word to you, Fanny, H 
most imply sometMng wrong. Von know 
words are used in difierent signifieations. 
When we say, Miss Fanny Herbert's etrtifictal 
flowers, we mean no harm of the flowers ; but 
if we said. Miss Fanny Herbert is snartificial 
character, what would that convey ?** 

^* No good, I fear, mamma.** 

<< The word artifice, as used by naturtdislfii^ 
always means good to the creature which 
practises it. You have heard — some of yon 
have seen — the artifice of the lapwing, to lur^ 
people from her nest. There is a beetle^ that 
when pursued by its enemies counterfeits 
death. Ravens, when pressed for food, pick 
ixp shell-fish. But they cannot break them, 
and must employ artifice. So they fly to a 
great hdght, and let the fish drop, whidi 
breaks the shell. There is no end to die 
artifices of animals. But do you, Fanny, i^ 
collect any instance in which you have be^ 
guilty of artijfice?^* 

<< Never, mamma, — ^if, yet, perhaps—" 
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" Well, — ' if, yet, perhaps' shall I help 

you," eaid George. 

" — Planting, I mean etickhig in the beaatiful 
jonquils we got in the bouquet from Miss El- 
lis, in Sophia's parterre, to make Emma Lyd- 
gate believi; they were growing. Slio always 
bo^ts so of the Grove Green-houee. — Now 
we have no 'Green-bouse : — mother, perhaps 

that was '' 

" You need not bositate, Fanny ; it was a 
silly, pjiltry artijice, unggested by vanity, and 
perliaps a little envy also, — an arlific«, nioro- 
ovcr, which could do so good to the animal 
tliat practised it." 

" How can you 'speak ao to Fanny, hrotlier 
George — envious I— odiona envy, mother?— • 
Fanny is incapable of that feeling." 

" Your sister vras too young to know what 
she was about perhaps ; but I do uot boc how 
the weak, who are silly enough to heed tho 
boasts of the Emma Lydgates of their acquain- 
tance, and the vain who wish to rival them, 
whether in ribbona, gauie frocks, or Green- 
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housee, can keep quite free of the base feeliq 
of envj'." t 

Sophia coloured to the top of her high hraw. 
and her eyes, filled with indignniit: teatv, wen 
turned on her mother, at once in deprecatioi 
and tender reproach. 

" How many fanlts of character yon ai4 
displaying' jnit now, Sophia, — snajiicions-H 
foolishly snspicious, that yonr best and kind^ 
est friend is judging harshly of you— torment- 
ing yourself with a shadow created by yon 
own silly apprehensions ! — Of a mean and en* 
Tions disposition, no one can ever jnstly ac- 
cuse yon : your errors lie in ttie other extr«iMi 
— ^tn overweening opinion of the excellenca 
of whatever is your friends ; and oft«n, by con> 
sequence, unjnst contempt, a very false esti* 
mate of other persons and their possessions. 
This makes you even silly enough to t 
your dislike of the possessors, fo the t 






" Certainly, mamma, I told Emm^ vhile 
Fanny and Mary Dodsley were guizxinff her 
tritb the joDquils, t\i&l 1 \iK»o%VA < 
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BUMS-rosee and jesgamine, as pretty ob the tnbe- 
roaea, and great flaunting dahlias of the Grove 
green-house — bat I thought it too." 

" Quizzing Emma, — hy which I presume 
yon mean deceiving her hya silly trick or ar- 
tijice — let us nse accurate language. And you 
not only told this to Emma, but you told her 
pnndly, angrily, and contemptuously, what 
yon acarccly believed yourself." 

■' How Sophia used to rave about the sweet- 
■omted tuberose, and the brilliant and splen- 
did dahlia," said Ceorge. 

" I did admire, as I praised, warmly— I do 
so yet," said Sophia, again in tears ; " too 
warmly probably." 

" And liave the tuberoses lost their beauty, 
or their delicate scent, because the girl to whom 
they belong tg conceited and ostentatious 7 — 
Are your flowers either bettor or worse, than 
before she was pleased to call them worthless 
weeds?" 

" No, mother — quite the same ; but Emma 
WM BO provoking " 

" And because the Emmas you. vaa.-^ i&s,^ 
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ia life may be provoking, do you choose to be 
unjust, foolieh, and unhappy ?" 

" I feel EOmething' ia wrong', mamma. I 
must thmb more of this. But I am certain, 
Fanny only liked a. little spiteful fun. — One 
Fanny envious of Kmma Lydgatel" cried 
Sophia, proudly rearing her long neck. 

Mi's. Herbert shook her liead— " 'Tis a bad 
story at the best." 

" Indeed, mamma — indeed, Mary Dodsley 
only said, do let ns mortify the vwn thing." 

" Think no more of it, Fanny. The only 
good I can perceive, is that you appear to 
have a very correct idea of what is artifice or 
deceit; aud may thus, if you choose, guard in 
fature ag^st such despicable tricks." 

Charles was very glad when James brought 
the lights, for poor Fanny was silently crying ; 
hr.t no one noticed her distress, as she wished 
to conceal it herself. Charles brought her 
work-bag to her — and jogged Sophia's elbov, 
in the midst of her loud laughter at a atoiy 
which George was now reading, to drive Vtfwf 
mipleasaat remcmbrATices. 
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" Stop one minute, George. — Kind congiij- 
erate Cliarlci," whispered Sophia, putting the 
little cap into Fanny's Imnds. And Fanny- 
wiped her eyes, and sighed, and threaded her 
needle, and did not sob above three ttmes 
afterwards. The story which George rend, was 
the Memoirs of Mot;STAcHB, a very famous 
character, a French poodle, that had served 
during the whole revolutionary war. The de- 
lightful humour of the story banished every 
unpleasant feeling,— even Fanny smiled; and 
Moustache became the hero of tlie hour. 

During the last holidays, Maurice had seen 
a play called the Dog of Montargis, in which, 
as the name imported, a principal part was 
boriie by a dog — a remarkably docile and sa- 
gacious water-dog. Sophia thought slie never 
had heard Maurice talk so agreeably as in 
describing this dog and the play in which it 
appeared. Among the performers, he men- 
tioned the name of a comedian well known to 
Mrs. Herbert. 

Witli a look of great interest, she said, " Ts 
rhat old man — that rerv old man, still on the 
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8tBg;e ? VHiat deligLt he afforded me at niy 
fli-st play, when I was scarcely so old as my 
little Fauuy," 

Poor Fanny looked eagerly over to het 
mother, who kindly smiled on her. " Dear 
mamma loves me, though I he bo bod," thought 
Fanny. " O, I will be so good." Fanny 
wiped off anotliei' rush of tears, that flowed 
from a sweeter source than those ehe had 
lately shed; her needle flew more quickly, 
while Maurice replied. 

" He is still on the st^e, ma'am ; and such a 
squeaking, shuffling old fellow. We had some 
famous hissing of him." 

" Hiss that poor old man ?" cried IVtrs. Her- 
bert. " Shame '." Her tone thrilled to tite 
heart of Charles, even though the rebuke was 
not addressed to himself. 

" Nobody liissed when Mr. Onne took 
Chiirlcs and mo to the play, mamma; everywis 
was BO good-humoured and merry. I suppose 
hissing must ho a vnlgnr custom." 

" Inhuman and vvlgar. Yes, Sophia, — 
Sob is vu/fffiriti/, rudeness, barbarism. Could 
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you, my nephew, hiivo guessed Che agony of 
feeling of thut poor comedian, probably for- 
ced for bread to appear before a set of 
thoug-btlesa and insolent youths and school- 
boys, I trust your young heart ia too good 
to have permitted you to join those who tor- 
tured and insulted him." 

" I am Bure, ma'am, 1 never thought about 
it. — Big fellows — gentlemen hiss. I don't 
think 1 would hisa old j^ain." 

" I am sure you would not," said Charles. 
" Vou must read in our Rationai. Readings, 
The Player and his Poodle. — ^^liat chap- 
ter is it in, Sophia?" 

" In the chapter agaiust Ckdelty to Ani- 
mals," said Sophia. 

" A very appropriate classification, perhaps," 
said George, laughing. " But I don't tliink 
By mothei would ctaea rudeness to persons 
wiko exercise the profession of Garrick and 
Siddona, under the bead of CrtieUi/ to Ani- 
Hials." 

" But I am ccrt^, brother— positive." 
■"^ Why go positive t'" 



J 
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<< Because that cbapt^ has the fine moito 
from Gowper ;— ^ . A 

^'I'trottM not enter on iny list of friends^ 
• ,Xhaiigh.gne9dwithpoliahednuuinenandfioeiciMi^ ..: 

Yet, wanting aensibility, the man 
'"lltftt needlessly sets foot upon a worm! ' 
.. # ♦ • « . ♦ * * « . • 

I They are aU the meanest things that are 
' As iBree to five, and to enjoy their life» 
!!itfB QoD WW ficee to form diem at Ae fin^ 

Who in his Sovereign wisdom made them alL 

Ye, therefore, who love mercy, teach your sons 
.; Tolovtifttpo." 

'"'^ I Gciccnse your bad logtCf fbr the sake of 
yonr fine quotation, Sophia; — ^yonr because 
is no reason. The story Charles means is un- 
der the section True Politenessy immediately 
after the anecdote of the old man in the thear 
tre of Athens ; who, when driven about by the 
insolent youths of Athens, and accommodlited 
respectfully by those of Sparta, said, * the 
Athenians boast themselves to know what Is 
good, but the Spartans practise it'" 

Maurice, though somewhat sullen, read Ab 

PLAYER AND HIS POODLE. 

^^ B. You never hiss a player, yom say ?^ 



THE PLAVUR 'AN» HIS POODLE. 

*' A, No, certainly, I do not." 
" S. Your reason, if you please ?" 
" A. CertMnly. I was once traTcUlng in 
the aoutli of France, and happening to sojonm 
for a few weeks in a, small dull town, went 
frequently as a pis aller to the theatre, in 
which a sorry enough troop of aetors figured. 
They were strollerB, or, in their own lan- 
guage, couToient les provinces. 

" I reco^ised, after a little, the face of one 
of the comedians on the atalrcase of the house 
where I lived, and found that be oi^upied a 
liitle garret above me. He bad a very fine, 
tliongh not fat, poodle, his only and insepara- 
ble companion. The man's face on the staira 
■truck me as singularly different, hovrerer, 
from what it appeared on the stage, where bis 
parts were generally of the farcical order ; and 
I asked my landlady if he were not ailing." 
" O no, sir," said she, " poor Monsieur 

B — • is OS well now as I ever knew him, 

and he has lodged in my house some three or 
four weeks every summer, for at least ten 
years. But he is such a sensitive creature, 
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and tlie youDg people begin to hare less taste 
for his style of joking. 

" In short, they hissed the old gentleman 
decidedly a few nights back. I carried np bis 
supper to him as soon as I heard him come 
in ; and knowing what had happened, (for I 
luid been at the theatre myself that evening,) 
I vrished to say something to comfort him : 
he smiled and bowed, but waved his hand, — 
and I left the room. 

" I lingered for a moment at the door, 
however, and heard liim say to old Cjd, (that's 
his dog's name, sir,) — Tiens,monami,7nange, 
tu le foeriies ; pour moi, je ne suispaa digne 
de vivre."* 

" Now I never hiss, because I hate to think 
of a man's doing his best to please ns, an^. 
then not having the heart to eat his supper." 

We have the satisfaction of recording, thaf 
when Maurice concluded reading, he whiep^; 
ed his cousin, " Charles, I shall never hiss. & 
player again." 

• " Eat, my fticirf, you fleBtrVC it. For me, I tm DOt' 
worthy to Un," 
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CHAPTER XI. 



INFIRMITY OF PtTRPOSE PHILOSOI'HY OF 

DAILY LIFE. 

Sophia followed Cbarlea up stairs this nigflit, 
when they retired, and requested that he 
would sit with her a moinent on the window- 
seat, under the plaots. She wished to converse 
with him. — " Charles, I have discovered the 
Bonrce of half my liltte errors. I don't ex- 
amine my actions duly and properly. I am 
resolved this very night to begin a regTilar 
course of self-examination, — and I would ad- 
vise you to do the same." 

Charles thought this sounded rather grand 
for Sophia. — " I am sure it will be very 
right, if you mean to think of all tlv«. tw^'ifts. 
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cross things you have done to-day, and try 
not to repeat them to-morrow. I wish I 
could do that too ; hut it will be better for me 
not to dx> more ill than I can help ; for I know 
in thinking in my room of my faults, I should 
go to sleep in the middle of it. Bnt did it not 
itoake your heart start, Sophia, when nuinuna 
cried — Shame ! If my ibother were ever to 
apply that word to me, I think it would kill 
me, Sophia ; though I had a ship of my own, 
and were a big gentleman.*' 

" Where are you, big gentleman ?" ciflsd 
little Fanny, skipping up stairs in high spirits. 
^< Mamma kissed me when I went to shake 
hands, and so did George." 

Charles sympathized in the joy of his little 
sister on recovered favour ; but Sophia, wrapt 
in the high duty of self-examination, and pity- 
ing the acknowledged infirmity of Charles, 
walked off with dignity to the sleeping closet 
within her mother's room, which she shared 
with Fanny. 

When that notable and orderly little woman 
/rad undressed herself, folded her clothes neatly 
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up, and kneelLag witliin the curtain, ri>peat«d, 
iu a very low voice, her short form of secret 
evening prayer, she stept into bed, and had 
a long sleep before she called out, " Sophia, 
Sophia, come to bed ; you wiU set your hair 
OQ fire at the candle ; and your &Dck is ao 
rmnpled."' 

Sophia awoke with a start, chilled and ham- 
bled. She heard her mother in the next room 
— " >[amma, are you not asleep ? May I come 
U> you, mamma ?" 
Sophia crept to her mother's bed, who started 
lip — " Are you ill) my love ? Sophia, my 
dear cliild, is Fanny iU ?" 

" O I no, no, mamma — all well. — Have I 
alarmed you p — I am always a fool." 

Sophia was trembling with cold and agita- 
tion. She burst into tears ; and her mother 
clasped her in her arms, and soothed her in 
this unusual and alarming agitation. 

" I am not ill, mamma, but I have faults t« 
confess, and advice to crave^^I heard you wers 

" You have uhoseu an extraordinary hour, 
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Sophia -, bnt I cannot refuse to listen to 

Sophia made her weeping confession Id her 
mother's bosom. 

" We BMist draw good from eri], Sophia. 
You will in time be taught watchfrdness ajid 
seif-dis trust. And 1 do not tliink your falling 
aeleep was sinfitl. It was indeed quite natural 
—what honest Charles expected of himaelf. 
Neither do I dissuade you from the important 
and serious duty at self-examination, provided 
you enter on it with a proper understanding of 
what you are about; but I do urge yuu to habit- 
ual watchfulneBS of your conduct uud uiotivea. 
I know your rexoluliotts are generally good. 
Waich, persevere, be mffilant, till these hav« 
settled into confirmed habits. Two yean ago, 
and even last year, you remember you wrote 
and translated slowly and painfully, looking np 
many words in the dictionary, and examining 
yoor exercise line by line. Now that you have 
so long taken pains and care, you have lat«- 
ly translated, from my selections froni Bufiion, 
wAoie pages,— the rStoatiithei/oi'Mi the Unm- 



ming-bird, without once turning up your dic- 
tionary. And uX a glance you perceive your few 
eiTors. It will be thus with your moral habits, 
if yon persevere." 

This was cheering ; and at this inomenC So- 
phia, bowed down by a sense of her pre§unip- 
tion and conceit, needed consolation and en- 
couragement. — " I have at least watched against 
exaggeration this week ; and I find, motlier, 
to guard against being ' poetical in my prose,' 
I must guard against exaggeration even in 
my thoughts. I never <:aii see things in the 
true light that little Fanny does, who is so 
much younger." 

" If you are truly sensible of your defects, 
Sophia, and heartily desire to correct them, 
there is no fear of yon. Sleep where yon are 
to-night, and don't disturb poor Fanny. God 
bless you, my dear child, and give you strength 
of mind to keep all your good resolutions." 

The affectionate mother kissed tlie brow 
of her happy daughter; and in a few minutes 
" the tear, foi^ot as soon as shed," dried on 
Sophia's cheek ; nor did she know where she 
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waa, till next monuDg that she foniid little 
Harry climbing over her, crying " Sophy, So- 
phy, why are yo« sleeping with mr/ mamma ?" 

" Harry, Harry I — mamma, is Sophy's mam- 
ma too — her dear mammal" 

Sophia kissed Iter mother's hand, and kissed 
little Harry; and,jumping up, ran to her closet^ 
thinkiiig, while she dressed herself, haw much 
she owed to her mother, and how good she 
ought to be. 

One day, soon after this, when Charleacame 
home irota school, Fanuy shewed him the 
baby's cap made by hprsi?!?, washed by herself 
too, in the nursery, and ironed by old Mary, 
It had a border of lace, and a pink top-knot. 
Fanny named this a cockade, in honour of the 
sex of the intended wearer. She thought this 
a very grand decoration ; and so did Cbarles, 
s to oblige her. 

' Don't you think the cockade a great or- 

nent, mamma ?" 

' I have not thought about it, Fanny." 

' Then, pcrlva^s, mumnw, you think it 
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wrong ?" said Soplila, who had been not only 
BtrictLy watchfnl of her ovnt conduct for th« 
last two days, but bad some snperflaous vigil- 
ance to qiare for Fanny. " I heard Mra. Lyd- 
gate saying Bomething lat«ly about frills and 
ribbons giving poor persons wrong ideas ; and 
Miss Kills, aa a Quakeress, has a professed 
dislike of finery. I gave you a hint of that, 
Fanny." 

" As I do not thint this fine top-knot — " 
" A cockade it is, mamma — and very pretty." 
" Well, cockade, if you please, Fanny — can 
give the wearer any idea, except, perhaps, that 
of pulling it to pieces, I conceive it a matter 
of perfect iudiflerence ; and if it give pleasure 
to his sister, and the little milliner, I should 
be sorry to interfere, much less to ohject — es- 
pecially as it shews taete and ingenuity, and 
costs nothing. Itut I do admire those little 
pinafores, whicli you, Sophia, have patched up 
so neatly out of Harry's old ones, lliese 
most be a real comfort to the baby ; and while 
doing a really kind, useful action, you are 
gaJnbg what to a woman i^ always a most vain- 
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able aoqidrement. Can you recollect^ CharieSy 
«— or youy Serbia, — ^that delightful picture of 
bumble domeslielife wbicb we saw lately ?** 

M Yes, TwjMnmft, yes-— The Cotter's Satur- 
day NioHTi^ — ^Don't you remember, Obarlea Y* 

<< I do, Sopbia, tbe print ; and below it 
ibb reading-— 

<< The Mother wiih her needle and her theany 
Gars auld daes look amaist as wed*s the new.** 

<< Yes, Cbarles," said Mrs. Herbert, << that 
is a description of some of a motber's duties ; 
sbe does tbis wbile tbe Cbristian fatber per- 
forms his part — 

« The Father mixes a* with admonUiom due.*' 

<< And Sopbia did all tbese pinafores wbile 
I only made tbe cockade,'* said Fanny to ber- 
self. Sbe again beld up tbe nice, pretty cap on 
ber finger. << Still, mamma, it is so mucb 
prettier — and Amy will be so pleased, and per- 
baps ber motber too." 

<< Fanny, my love, you bave quite conyinced 
me. J cannot tbink it wisdom to dislike a top- 






INMRMITy OP PUBPOSE. 267 

knot that costs nothing, and will give so mUdiL 
pleasure." 

" Mamma, yon mlt say top-knot for 
ade," said Fanny, laughing ; " to think of yot^' 
mamma, being as heedless as I was the day 1 
always said creditor for dditar" 

" As heedless — and from the same tnuse, 
Fanny — not thinking or caring about the mat* 
ter." 

How to get the cap conveyed was the difE- 
cnlty, Fanny wished very much to see liow it 
fitted i butthcdistancehermother thought too 
mnch either for her to walk, or for Amy to 
bring the baby. 

" I will make Bob Sibthorpe telegraph Giles, 
tnanuno," said Charles. " Then Giles will run 
to Amy, for she does not nndcrstand our sig- 
nals. She will come to Iho Prior's Oak at half, 
past five, and Fanny can meet her." 

And this arrangement was adopted. Fnnny 

had the pleasure — and, to judge from her happy 

looks, it wns no small one — of tying on the cap 

gently, Bad not too t^tly, vith her own hands. 

"-■ • ' ■'" ' Ta 
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" Little Joe," eht; said) and belier«d, " look- 
ed 80 much the prettier for it." 

She kissed him with micg^led pride and 
fondness ; and lie laug'hed to her, and crowed, 
and quivered hb little limbs, as Soplua held 
him u|i at the utmost stretch of her arms.— 
" Voui- present feelings are somewhat different 
firom those you experienved in tryiug' to moi^ 
tify Miss £mmii by the artifice of the stack in 
jonquils?" said George. 

" O, no comparison — I am so happy — sad 
1 love Joe so much better than Fattma — if he 
coidil only understand that his cap has that 
beautiful cockade in it. — Ob, you rogue 1 you 
doa't \u\aw how nice you ore." 
i.in the exubenince of animal spirits, excited 
by the playful group around him. and by the 
eloping of Fanny's hands, the young' ^ntJa- 
man, so muuh iidmired, soon shewed that he 
liad feeliuga of some kind. He crowed and 
kicked ; and ritising liis hands to the uowooted 
soTuetliing that annoyed his head, at one clatdi 
brought olf the pink oockade, aod tore tl 
border. 
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Amy screuned in coDstematian and horror, 
— Sophia seized tlie little inischievooB hands, 
■^George smUed, and Mrs. Herbert calmly 
looked at her little daug'ht«r. Grief and vex- 
atioa wore depicted in Fanny's face ; but tho 
Btmggle was brief; ber Bmile was grave and 
gweet, as she xhook her little head at the ba- 
hy, eaytug, " O Diamond, Diamond, if yon 
only kuew the mischief you have done I" 

" Aptly remembered, little philosopher," 
said George. 

" Sue means the story of Sir Isaac Newton 
and his little dog, that we read last night," 
■aid Maurice, with that solemn air of profound 
intelligence, which sometimes afforded George 
more amusement than his mother approved. 
" Mother, was it not fortunate I sewed on 
the cockade instead of pinning it,orpoor Joey 
might have torn his fingers. Old Mary ad- 
vised me to sew it. I will always take her 
advice about babies." 

" My dear Fanny, I admire the good-hu- 
moor with which you liave borne this trial, 
as much as your kindness in sacrifieiin 
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lust Treck, Sophia called it, Fatima'9 robe, and 
making tlie cap." 

" I would not call it sacrificing, thiB week, 
mother." 

" Then, Sophia, I am sorry for rp mim l i iig 
yon that you ever called it so. And, f^ann^, 
yon may -aovr fcnow what yonr brother meant 
at the time we Fi?ad the memoirs of Lady Gri- 
sell Baillie, when ho spoke of tho ■ Philoso. 
phy of daily life.' Yon have shown a good ex- 
ample of the firmness and cheerfulness tritk 
Tchirh unavoidable eriis sbonld be met — par> 
ticnlarly little trials of temper and pettjr vexa- 
tions of this kind. Bnt what is to lie dode 
with the torn cap ?" 

" I mnat mend that, in the first place, mo- 
ther ; the cockade is useless — it is so sqneeied. 
Then, if Amy would promise, or Choices, and 
Bob Sibthorpe, contrive any way to keep 
down the rogne's hands — I havo a nice bit of 
sky-blue ribbon — " 

" And with all dtose provisions, yon would 
kazardtlie sky-blue fbranother top-knot," stud 
Aire. Herbert, smiling- " Come, sit down on 
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the ^^raas. I will rest myself on the bench, 
and we most reason about this, Funny. In 
the first place, <lo you think Amy has any 
right to make ench a promise F Joey is not 
like your Fatima — a mixture of timber and 
wax — he ha« rights, and powers, and privil- 
e^8. He would eoon shew Amy that she 
could not keep her promise of confining his 
limbs ; and I trust that aiir tVipuHii, Bob and 
Charles, in|i;eniou3 mechanica as they are, will 
never set about contriyances to fetter tlie 
hands of ft freebom Briton like little Joey. 
Poor feUow ! be tumbles among the grass, and 
crows B« merrily as when be wore liis smart 
eockade." — Fanny drew a low, tbougbtfnl 
eigh. — « What is your decision, Fanny ? be 
quick ; we must return to tea." 

" 1 fenr, mamma, Joe will like better to 
tear and romp as ho pleases, thou to wear a 
nice cap. I see it would not do to tie hia 
hands ; he is not like a doll that will sit quiet 
in its good clothea." 

" Not like a doll, Fanny, but a creature 
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gifted with excellent powers aiid ^Mnilties^ 
whom you cannot benefit without consulting 
his necessities and his tastes^ as well as your 
own pleasure or benoTelent feeUiigs." 

<< I thinky on the whole, mamma, I will 
mend this best'-most cap— I mean this nice 
cap, for Sunday — and put the sky-blue ribbon 
on it still, if, Amy, you will watch the rogue's 
hands till he get a little nense. I can sboit 
inake him two tidy stout ones, of the calico 
my aunt gave me for Fatima's dressikig-gowns, 
which win defy him to tear — I will put nd 
cross-stitch on them ; but while I might be 
doing it^ I will knit him a pair of boots to 
make him comfortable — scarlet boots. Per- 
haps Mary will shew me how to knit in a big 
J for Joe. With his scarlet boots — a bright 
scarlet — and his white pinafore, he will look 
very smart, though he have no cockade." 

" Spoken like an oracle," cried George. 

" Wisely spoken, and kindly spoken, my 
little daughter; and for all or any of those 
really useful purposes, I give you leave to ap- 
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ply to me for thread, or tape, or bits of dotli 
— I know you have very hright starlet worst- 
ed — provided you apply at the proper hour." 

" I kuow your hour, mamma — between 
eight imd nioe, wheu Sally comos Bometimea 
for sugar, and raisins, and plumb." 

" Ay, and for soap and candles too," aaid 
Mrs. Herbert, smiling. Joey was kissed, and 
Amy was dismissed, and the family party 
walked homeward : — but the trials of the day 
were not yet over. Bob Sibtltorpe was seeu 
running by the side of the mill-dam — he ap- 
proached with a face of dismay — " O, Charles 
— Master Charles !" 

" What is it Bob ? But you need not call 
me Master because mamma is here. She will 
like you as well to call me Charles." 

" Your frigate, Master Charles — " 

" The Victory I" cried Charles, reddening'. 
" Is aho stranded ? — that is the fortune of 
many a stout ship." Charles, if not pleased, 
was at least consoled to think his vessel 
had met ao grand and Beaman-like an adrea- 
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" Stranded in the mill-pond ! — Charles, how 
c&n you he eo fuolisli ?" said Sophia. 

" The gipsy-boys ! — she ia stolen, Master 
Ch&rles. I forgot her. I wag working at the 
Getfser — our Geyxer. 1 neglected to bring 
in tiie Victory !" — This was a dreodiiil blow j 
but Charles strove to bear it like a taaa. 
" There ia no help for it. Boh, — I am sure it 
was not your fault. At any rate, you are very 
sorry — and I don't wish you to ho sorry." 
Boh was pushing on after the supposed thieves ; 
Charles would gladly have joined in porvaitt 
but this bis mother disapproved, as he had a 
cold, and might iiiuvase it by over-heating 
himself in mnning ; but George volnnteered 
to go. — " She was a most beautiful Teasel, 
that is certain — and I loved her very much; 
but there is no help for it, mother." Charles 
whistled " Hearts of Oak." 

" I ran glad to see you bear your misfor- 
tunes so well, Charles." 

" Do I bear it like a man, mamma ?" 

" You bear it like a sensible boy, that will 
grow to bo a brave, firmmMi-, vmiv\\B!Lif all 
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we can expect of you ; — you bear it almost as 
well ae Pftiiny did her migfortune. We are 
aU, you perceive, in tarn, called upon to exer- 
cise the ' Philosophy of daily life.' " Charles 
could not help thinking' that there was an im- 
mense difference between the spoiling of a 
pink top-knot and the loss of the Victory ; 
but then, " Fanny was much younger than 
he," — In an hour, George returned from the 
village ; but, alas ! no tidings of the Victory I 
Charles, next morning, shewed peculiar at- 
tention and kindness to Bob when he came to 
his lesson ; and what was more difficult, great 
patience too — for Bob was a very slow, unto- 
ward scholar. AU the children were in the 
hall when Mrs. Herbert passed through it 
with her keys to give out stores to her cook — 
tbey stood round Amy and the goldfinch, the 
Draw-water, which she had brought as a pre- 
sent to Hollycot — a welcome and delightful 
present it wan. Bob fancied he could improve 
the tackle with which it drew its water; and 
instead of the jirH-rate or three-decker, 
which he proposed to put imni«dis.teV^ <»,\\.Ws 
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Blocks, to make up the dreadful loss Charlee 
80 good-hnmouredly sustained, & more com- 
modious cage was projected for Goldy. The 
bird had been, made over by Giles to hia sis- 
ter ; and sbe wisbed to present it, not to the 
Holiycot children ia genera), but to Charles. 
Sophia was generous and obliging ; Fanny 
had lately been kind — but Charles was Amy's 
first and fast friend. He hod given up bis ball 
to keep his promise to ber. Then, Sophia 
was a little proud, or assumed a grand air 
sometimes; and Fanny had examined too en- 
riously, and wondered at first rather too much 
at the coarseness and scantiness of Amy's bln« 
petticoat. Amy bad bar own feelings, though 
she was a poor g'irl ; and Cliarles alone had 
been ever kind and considerate of ber. 

In short, be was the object of Amy's prefer- 
ence, for reasons that Mrs. Herbert allowed 
to be good, as well as natural. But for all 
this, Sophia, without much thought, at once 
appropriated the bird to herself ; and as 
Charles generously acquiesced, and Fanny 
did not imagine aVe com^&W^b %D^t\^a!t,tQ 
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contest the point, Amy was asli&med to es- 

The Draw-water was now to be named. So- 
phia wished it to be called Sylph ; but Chitries 
thoag-ht that a silly, conceited name, and in- 
sisted for Moustache. This was the subject 
of a rather noisy altercation when Mrs. Her- 
bert inquired to whom the bird belonged. 

" He is mine, mother. — Amy brought him — 
I am to take charge of him ; — beautiful little 
creature ! with ivory beak and velvet cowl. — 
Look at his spread wing, mamma — 

" A biry iu of golden apoket it uems." 

" Boh, do yon remember what Georg^e told 
IIS of the eyes of birds ? do yon see it in 
Sylph?" said Charles; " that which George 
calkd a beautiliil provision of Nature — of the 
Almighty CnEATOn — for protecting the eyes 
of birds while rapidly flying through the air, 
or through thickets. It was at the same time, 
you recollect, that he told us about the struc- 
ture of the Aoo/oi the rein-deer and the foot 
of the cnmel." Bob rewiUwAed A\&\MMaS.-i,V!A. 
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he conld not explain what he appeared never- 
tlielesg to understand ; aud Charles ran to his 
dressing-table drawer, and brought the ex- 
plsjistion which George had written down 
for them to refer to at any lime. — " Birdg 
flying through the air, and meeting with many 
obatacles, as branches and leaves of trees, re- 
quire to have their eyes sometimes as flat as 
possible for protection, and sometimes as 
round or convex as possible, that they may 
see the flies and insects they are hunting, and 
which they pnrsue with the most unerring 
certainty. This could only be aciinmpliahed 
by giving them a power of suddenly changing 
the form of their eyea. Accordingly there is 
a set of hai-d scales placed on the outer coat of 
the eye, round the place where the light ea- 
ters ; and over these sc^es are drawn the 
muscles or fibres by which motion is comma- 
nicated ; so that by acting with these mnsclee, 
the bird can press the scales, aud thus squeeze 
the eye into a round shape, iu order to pursue 
its prey, or relax it into a flat form when it 
Wiabeg to see a diataut objecVjUv nvi&fLts '«&^a^ 
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iiafely throng leaves and twig;8. BcBidea, for 
protection, birds are furnished with a third 
eyelid — a skin or membrane — very fine and 
thin, which is constantly moved over the eye- 
ball, by two maacles placed for this porpoee 
in the back of the eye. One of the muscles 
ends in a loop, the other in a slrinff which 
goes through this loop, and is fixed in the cor- 
ner of the fine thin covering, to pull it back- 
wards and forwards." 

" Do you understand that, Sophia ? — 'Tig 
almost reading for Sundays. If we had time, 
Bob and I would shew yon the experiment 
of moving things by a loop and siring, as this 
is done, in the most rapid and beautifnl man- 
ner," said Cliarlos. 

" How wonderful ! — O, how very wtmder- 
ful !" cried Sophia. " How wise and gracious 
are all those things ! I must return to Na- 
TDBAL HisToity, or to the Philosophy op 
Natdral History again, this very day. 
Have you the camel's foot on this pnper 7" 

■' I have the description of itat leaat— Shall 
I read it?" i i .; ■..j^.'.i i - 1 ■ ..v- - 
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" Do — quick. I should follow mamma for 
silk-thread that 1 need ; but pray be quick — I 
know all about the camel except its foot." 

Charles read — " ' There is a singular and 
beautiful provision made in this animal's foot, 
for enabling it to sustain the fatigue of jour- 
neys, under tlie pressure of its great weight. 
Besides the yielding of those bones and liga- 
tureH, or bindings, which gives elasticity to the 
foot of the deer and other animals, there ia, 
in the camel's foot, between the homy sole 
and the bones, a cushion, like a ball of ao& 
matter, almost fluid, but in which there ia a 
mass of threads, extremely elastic, interwoven 
with the pulpy substance. The cushioa thus 
easily changes its shape when pressed, yet it 
has such an elastic spring, that the bones of 
the foot press on it, uninjured by the heavy 
body which they support ; and this huge ani- 
mal steps as softly as a cat.' — Mark that, So- 
phia. Now, if we could contrive an elastic 
cushion, in imitatiou of this, for old James, 
when ho goes to the market-town, he txtm- 
plains so of" bis feet — eb, U»i\i'J WliU do you 
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think? It would require needle-work, lam 
gnre. James gets so stiff, poor old man. 
These elastic oamel-Boles for his hoofe — " So- 
phia laughed. — " I did uot meau any tiling 
disrespectful to James, Sophia. I am sure 
yon know that, but hoofa were running in my 

" Then, O, do ! put the rein-deer's out of 
your head into mine, as fast as possible ; for 
I must hang up my Sylph in my own closet, 
and manuna will have locked up her store- 
room before I reach her." 

" ' The Rein-Dbbr inhabits a region cov- 
ered with snow for the greater part of the 
year — ' " 

" I know all that — pray make haste." 

" If you ore in such haste, Sophia, had yoa 
not better go now ?" 

" No — I will still have time, if you read 
qiuck. Mamma is giving out things to Sally 
for the week." 

" ' Then the matter to be noticed is, liow nd- 
mimbly the hoof of the reiii>deet is ooualruct- 
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ed for going over snow — a cold and lipbt anb- 
gtance — without being frozen, or einldng into 
the snow. The underside of the hoof, which, 
in other countries, is Iiard and liorny, is here 
covered entirely with hair of a warm and close 
teicturc ; and the hoof ^together is very 
broad, acting exactly like the snow-shoes 
which men, in snowy regions, have contrived 
for giving them a latter Bpace to stand on 
than their feet, and thus avoid sinking. The 
rein-deer, when it places its hoof on the 
ground, takes advantage of its form, and 
spreads it as wide as possible; but when it is 
raised again, this breadth or widenesa would 
be inconvenient, by occasioning a greater re- 
sistance of air while lie is moving ; so, no 
sooner does he lift the hoof, than the two 
parts, into which it is cloven or divided, iall 
together, and so lessen the surface exposed to 
, the resistance of the air. The shape and 
structure of the hoof is also well adapted to 
scrape away the snow, and get at the lichens, 
on wliich the rein-deer feeds ; and vhicL, 4o 
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supply its wants, is, anlike all other plaute, at 
its utmost perfectiuD and abundance in the 
deptlis of winter.' " 

Sopliia woA still exclaiining in admiration 
when her mother and Fanny returned. — " I 
see you hare your wurk-baaket well stored, 
Fanny, but you have not heard of the camel's 

" The basket is duly stored ; and I hope 
the camel's hoof will not run away from Fan- 
ny. Aud now, Sophia, that you have closed 
your lecture on Natural Philosoplii/f will you 
list«n to a very short one on Moral Pluloso- 
phyf 

" With tlie greatest pleasure, mamma — any 
philoBopJiy — even tha Philosophy of daily life, 
which slioiild, just now, teach me how pa- 
tiently I ought to hear your reproof of my — 
my — my iTresolution — my forgetfidness of the 
maxim, ' That to abstain is to enjoy.'" 

" 1 am glad you are sensible of that, So- 
phia ; and now, do you conceive yourseli' fit 
la take charge of this biid ? Had we not bet- 
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ter place him under cliaige of M^ry, if w^ ac- 
cept of him at all?" 

" Charge of him J O, mammfi, I shall have 
snch pleasm« in attending him I — I will hftng 
him in my own closet over thie hall, among 
my books and drawings, and mj^china-roses 
and geraniums — 

<< Himself a fiiirer flower." 

"My lovely bird!" The little creatore 
again pranked itself, and loudly returned the 
g^eting of its young mistress. 

Mrs, Herbert still looked very grave. — ^^ This 
is all very fine, Sophia ; but are you ^uite a- 
ware that the supply of all his wants, his life 
itself in his state of confinement, must depend 
on your daily, I may say, hourly care and at- 
tention. I cannot advise you to undertake 
such a charge.*' 

" No fear of me, mother — Neglect you ! my 
lovely Sylph — O no ! — ^fpom cats, and hawks, 
and schoolboys, it shall be my delight to 
guard you." 

" Guard him from your own carelessness. 
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Sophia ; he is in no dung^r from either hawks 
or schoolboys here." 
" I don't believe Sophia would neglect him, 
' mother. She is not cruel ; and if she did ne- 
glect him he wonid die," 

" O, horrible I such a thing is, I hope, not 
to be snpposed of me/' Tears filled Sophia's 

" Sophia is not cruel, Charles ; on the con- 
trary, she is a girl of great natnral tender- 
ness — of lively sensibility; — in natural dispo- 
sition she is the very reverse of cruel ; but 
how often hare thooghtlessneas, carelessness, 
and neglect, all the effects of cruelty. I 
wonld lika lo ate lijophia shew a lillle more 
distrust of herself. At any rate, I insist on 
tlus pretty machinery being taken away, and 
on the bird being permitted to drink at its 
pleasure, without nil this coU, — unless Fanny 
IB joined in the trust" 

"Surely, Fanny, manmia, if you doubt mc.-,^ 
but to throw away all my Sylph's education, 
and his pretty talents, to sink him from n Draw- 
water into n mere commoo ^lA'V'oflsJft.— ^aNs*- 
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him forg^et his hydranUts, as 6«oi^ caUs his 
trick." 

" No matter what fine name yott or George 
give his little art — I iniist praride fcr his safe- 
ty." 

Snphin hnng' up her bird, staid with him a 
little while to see him recontiled to hi« new 
abode, and went to her studies. 'When the 
daily lesaons were over, and the books tmA 
writing materials removed, she whispared to 
FBnny, who had begnn to work, that she 
would not be able to overtake the pane, aho 
had promised Geor^, before he went back to 
fichooL « And I wish," she said aloud, " to 
keep my pruinises." 

" And I do keep my resolntionB," said bet 
mother. " I understand your hint, Soplii*; 
and I wi^h, at all times, to oblige you and «Tety 
one ; but I will not quit ray own employments 
to comply with every desultory demaad mAde 
on my time by my children or servnnU. That 
would be neither proper ftir them nor tn^ 
hast day that I supplied you with some trifls, 
in the midst of wliat wbs, Xo to.p, 
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employment, writing to Mr. Manning about 
your brother, and told you that unless yon were 
siok, or unavoidably absent at my bour, I 
would not be troubled with your i-andom ap- 

Sophia knew that remonstrance wag as 
Tain as unjust. " Could I have g;uessed at 
your employment, mother — your ■ anxious em- 
ployment,' dear mamma, I would rather have 
wanted that bodkin" — Sophia was going to 
flay " for ever," but she said " a month." 
She went to her Sylph. It would have been 
go pleasant to sit beside him, and sing to him, 
fa talk with him while she knitted her purse. 
Now she had no work. She utmo to invite 
Fanny to sit in her closet, and uflered to as- 
sist her ; but Fanny's work would not admit 
of assistance. She was nimbly knitting a lit- 
tle flcarlet boot with a silver hooked pin, her 
mother had lent to her; and the caps were 
not cut out yet — and " Sophia's closet was cold; 
and, besides, mamma was telling her about 
the eameVs honf, precisely ss Charles had 
read of it." — " If I could but W-Jts w«ftHwi».^'(Si. 
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myself," tbonght Sophia. — " What sball I Bet 
about now — if I could make the camel'a Aoo^ 
for old James." — She related Cbarlea'a pro- 
ject to ber motber, wbo smiled and told ber 
Ebe bad better leave that in the meanwhile to 
tbe projectors. — " Then, mamma, situated as 
I am — my voluntary promise to Georg'e, and 
BO little time to lose — ^what would you adrise 
in my circumstances F" 

" I would advise yon to make the beat of 
it, Sophia — in all circumstances." 

" Well, mamma, if you would relax a little, 
what do yon think of this plan : To-morrow 
morning is darniJiff Satta-day — suppose I 
mend my stockings to-day, I might have lei- 
sure to knit to-morrow morning, and no time 
be lost from tbe purse." 

<■ I like everything to he done in its pro- 
per time, Sophia; but I also like very much 
to gratify and accommodate you. I do rWo* 
thns much, very cheerfully, and even approve 
of yonr plan." 

Sophia flew fur the basket which stood in 
ber fiieepitig' cloaeli in "«\iis\v witV %\a^lua(j;g, 
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nightcaps, &c. of her own as needed repair, were 
placed clean by old M&ry, ready for witat she 
called " damiug' Saturday." Tlie basket was at 
this time very fiill. SophiahadjuBtcommenced 
operationB on a strong and rather coarse stock- 
ing, when Fanny saw an open carriage, full of 
ladies, drive through the ford below the White 
bridge. It contained the Miss Lydgates and 
their mother — " and all so fine : Smma's bonnet 
beantifully trimmed with such qnantitiea of 
evening primrose ribbon," — Had Fanny not 
been thus engaged in viewing dresses, and re- 
tnming nods, she might have seen her sister 
looking now at her stacking basket — a strong 
rustic basket — now at her mother ; ashamed of 
her homely employment, but too proud or 
wrong-headed to lay it aside. In spite of Fan- 
ny's exclamations, and Sophia's dilemma, Mrs. 
Herbert quietly pursued her own work. — " But 
it was making a cap : no one needed to be 
ashamed of thai. — bnt darning a stocking !" 

Yet, with a flushed brow, Sophia prondly 
pnshed her long needle out and in, and, " What 
cared she for the Lydgates." 
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" A great deal too mui:h, Sophia," said 
Mrs. Herbert. 

The carriage party were heard in the hall, 
and Fanny polled the stocking from her sister. 

" Tliis ia not artifice — is it, mamma ?" 

" No, my dear , — it is good oature — and not 
bad sense. Even a mistaken, or narrow feeling' 
Vii propriety, is in a girl more valuable tbui 
HenseleSB pride." 

" Are you not quite glad they are gone, 
mamma?" said Sophia, who had kept a prond 
silence all the time the visitors remitined. But 
she had kept her temper, even while her beau- 
tiful draw-water, which Fanny produced, was 
declared not by fifty times so pretty as a psn»- 
quet, Miss Lonsia Lydgate expected from 
Liverpool. The pert mimickry of the siune 
young lady, had also been viewed ivith iroa- 
derful calmness, when the wnrmtlt of Sophia'i 
feelings was considered. — " You must bo qnito 
glad they are gone, mother." 

" Neither sorry nor glad, Sophia. As &r 
possible, quite ™A\ffexei^V, tw Ttvaniing 
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visit, at tiaa-late bonr, caWiM intorrupt the 
regular course of my employmeuta — I can 
woek while I talk." 

" Bat to be teased with people one doe* 
not care a ruab for !" 

" They did not tease me ;— did they t«age 
you, Sophia, or do you tease yourgelf ? These 
ladies wish to Bhew na what are esteemed the 
ordinary courtesies of ^ood DeigUbourhoed — 
if no great good is gained, no positive harm 
is done. Nay, I think there miut be blame 
somewhere, if some positive good is not dune, 
wther to ourselves or our neighbours, by the 
interchange of civilities. To-day, Sirs. Lyd- 
gate wanted a little boy to be under the garden* 
er and to ran messages. I recommended Giles, 
who, iiuce harvuBt is over, ia idle. He is atv- 
cepted. Had I shut my doors, and Iteen un- 
civil to my rich rain neighbourti, I could not 
have had the power of being useful to my 
poor and worthy ones." 

" I admired, mother, how you made tbem 
fael it woohi not do to telk of the pride of 
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tlu Harconrti, or the prtoxaenest of the ESIlttt 
here." r-vw 

" YoD don't mean to accuse me of rudesMB 
to my guMts, Sophia ?" > i. lo 

" Rudenexs from yon, mamma ! — Snr^ 
not ; but you have a way, I don't know kevks 
of repressing ill-nature, snd tattling. Now, 
when disagreeable ill-taught girls begin to 
gossip to me, or mimii; my friends, I either 
feel 8o ashamed for them, that I listen, as if 
perhaps I wished tn hear ; or I get into a paa- 
flion of disdain, and upbraid them, and m make 
them worse." 

" With this consciousness of infirmity of tem- 
per, infirmity of uuderEtnnding too, can yon 
Bot, my dear, choose a middle course. Even 
s girl, if she have any modesty or feeling; at 
all, may be repressed hy another girl, whose 
character and principles she respects. I guess 
to what you allude, I saw the virhiout indiff- 
nation thut gjiarklcd in your eyes, when ijoa- 
i>a attempted to mimic Miss Ellis." 
" I waa indeed indignanti mamm a . -MiM 

iliUf V aiwi ft Jiii- - .A"->n... I,-- 
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)filii% JdNiitgh iBn^uiiiiiitvied'lady; and a -Qoalr- 
eress, is so amiable and so kind. So good iM 
was ttii)€har)e8y when he bad the soarlet-feVer, 
and she would I knew be even as- kind to Loa^ 
ha iui' distresBy^^and to every one^-^I was in- 
deed too indignant to speak." 
..f** There was discretion in not trusting joxa>- 
-self* to speiiky' when yon oonld not oonnnand 
yoor temper But are you sure that you 
(were not a little offeaded with Louisa^ before 
•he talked of Miss Ellifl?'' 
> ' << Only the very least in the world, mamma, 
— about my faded sash at Mr. Caprioie^» ball. 
And yoit were exceedingly amused, Miss 
iiF^nny» ]Nay^ don't deny it, — ^yoor latching 
•encouraged the mimic The mimie — what 
Ta name for a girl l-^— I always feel, mamma, 
at if a mimic were a very vniffari as well as 
^n- impudent person. I cannot look at the 
-exhibitions of jnimics for very shame fdir 

** Your feelings are quite natural to your 
*MrBfeHmtf 8ophia. Meanwhile^ tiiere is no 
need for so great warmth««-And where is your 
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work ? If yonr BlockiogH we notdan^ ^ 
day, yon can have no purae-knitttng on S(4wr 
doy." i,l.|,^ 

" Are yon displeosed wUh ine> manonftJti 
B&id Fanny, a little ashamed of her nnfriniiiuli 
mirth; for Miss Ellis, liiod to every om.jnt^ 
also very kind to Fanny. " Loiusa'a pria 
faces, and winking dolls' eyes, and little tnia- 
«ing stepH, did seem very funny at the time. 
If I had thought Miss Ellis vould ba angr^ 
I would not have laughed, I am Bure." ^,,19 

" That exuelleot and benevolent ladyi kad 
■he been present, might probably have smiled 
herself Fanny ; and have also been sorry for 
an ill-bred girl like Louisa, and a silly child 
like Fanny, who, I am afraid, from admiiiog, 
wishes Bometimea to imitate Louisa." 

'■ Only once, mamma, — or twice ; and it was 
Misa Louisa herself, I mimicked. George said 
I did it very cleverly, hut that I must not do 
it again ; for luimickry in a girl was is 
odious, low propensity. Charles said, Nelson, 
nor no great man ever he knew ofi waaif 
G«Olge said too, Sx ni^ vW t^Lent 
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of apes, the most ugly and spiteful of creo' 
tures.-~That was at the ball yuu remember, 
Sophia, n'heD Mr. Capriole (lanced that pas 
seul." And here, Fanny, after a short strug- 
gle with herself, burst into one of those irre- 
pressible g:iggling fits, to which, in common 
with Home other Urely little folks, she was 
liable. 

" Fie upon you, Fanny I" cried Sophia. 
" Can you have a bad heart? The poor dan- 
cing master : — it was understood to be in kind- 
ness, we all — the Coui'tneys, Dodsleys, Lyd- 
gates, and ourselves — were sent to the village- 
ball. I am sure, I should have enjoyed the 
ball very much, and never have thought of his 
oddities, — but for those vile boys, and girls 
too. He was excessively polite, and so hap- 
py and great, poor man, giving out his cora- 
manda among us," 

" And so grand, with that strut.'and the 
blue grpen coat, and white silk stockings 
wasdied yellow. And that pat seul. O, So- 
phia, how could yon keep from laughing !" 
" Fie upon you, Fanny !" ^ a* a^wn^Jwa «.-»-- 
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clamation of Sophia. Mrs. Herbert was quite 
silent. 

" I did not, oDd could not laugh to bis faoe, 
iiiainmB — I ran bebind tbe benches; — indeed I 
did — I hope, mamma, you are not angry ?" 

"Notangry, Fanny — nor do I thioliyou very 
ill-natured — you were only silly, 1 must be- 
lieve your sinter displayed, in tliis affair, far 
nobler feeling — a much higher character — do 
not mistake me, my little daughter. Perhapg 
Sophia, and I also, had we seen Mr. Capri- 
ole vrith his s/rul, and his grattd air, in the 
pas seiil, you are so ranch amused with, 
might have been as much tempted to smile aa 
you were': but a stronger feeling would have 
restrained our mirth — good-breeding and hu- 
manity — ay, and indignation too, at tbe cruel 
insolence of those young people. Though 
yoor sister feels such proper contempt of this 
odious and detestable mirth, she can perceive 
and he amused with tbe ludicrous in things 
' and persons as quickly as you. That is very 
di^erent from rudeuess and vulgar mimickrjw" 
Fanny did not ventuie \a maftVw Ve* 
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CHAPTER XII. 

THE GEYSERS — THE CUTTLE-FISH— KNOW- 
LEDGE IS POWER — YOUNQ CABA BIANCA. 

Several weeks went by at HoUycot. 
Charles had begun to stndy navigation, bnt 
diia new duty did not lessen hJa attention to 
Ilia pnpil, tlie miUer's aon. Mtb. Herbert said 
that if he continued as steady and assiduous ia 
instructing Bob till Christmas, he should have 
a watch. " Mamma says you have got more 
useful discipline in teaching Bob Slow, thau 
if you had gune through the same lessons 
yoqjself,"sai(l Sophia, "sopunctual and steady; 
up Mid dressed every ijuld morning so aooa." 

" I must not mind these little hardsliipg, 
Sophia; — even at school, or the uniTersitY^Qc in. 
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bnsiness, a man mngt be up — you would not 
hare me be a lubber. — I disliked g-etting; up 
very mucb at first ; but when I am a sailor- 
boy 1 must be up at all boura, cold or -w&na, 
and dressed in a minute — so I practise now. 
It ia good to begin. And I don't n-ann myself 
at msmma's dressing-room fire now, I take a 
run on tlie gi-avel, and call it the quarter-deck, 
fori suppose the midshipmen willbaTe no fires," 

Sophiafancied this self-denial would be time 
enough, when necessary ; but Charles's mother 
tbouglit his course of preparation prudent and 
sensible. 

" If your watcb depend on Bob's reading;, 
you may wait till doomsday," said Sophia. 
" In reading be has no more brains than tea 
oyster." 

" Vet in arithmetic, he 'a far beyond me, 
Sophia; even beyond" — 

" Beyond me yon mean to say — bo he is, 
Charles. So mucb cleverness and so much stu- 
pidity united. — I don't, mother, understand 
Boh SJbthorpe." — Mrs. Herbert smiled. 
" I am afiraid it tqusI \ife to?j teix feait Bob 



does not read better," §aid Charles ; " for Mr. 
Dodsley and G«oi'ge, and every body snys he 
is so attentive and accurate. It must be my 
own firnlt, not Bob's, if I don't win the 
w«t«b." 

" I sm persuaded you will win it, Charles," 
said Mrs. Herbert ; " nor does it depend on 
your cleverness, or Bub's progress, but sole- 
ly on your assiduity and punctuality. Tbeie 
are virtues in every one's power, and ihere- 
fore tlieir reward must be snre. Nor nould I 
have yon despair. You remember the spring 
before last, when Sophia, in her impatience, 
planted the scarlet runners and naKturtiums 
nnder the dairy windows, full three weeks be- 
fore the proper season. She fancied tJiey 
would never appear above ground. All the 
^ile thpy were making silent and steady, 
though slow progress.'' 

" And then they made such sbootSiUiainma. — 
" Well Bob may do so also. He understands 
aS that Ceorge tells ns about air and magntis, 
Rud maffm^tn, — Whalwtuild you think, mam- 
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ma, if Bob vara to find oat the jKTpehuU 
motion. Ay, joa may laugh, Sophia, but it 



" I do not know whether Boh ia likely to 
discover a,perpetual mction or not," said Mrs- 
Herbert. " I rather think not yet at least. 
But when he has nothing better to do he may 
try. Many useful discoveries have been made 
while the discoverer pursued what ignorant 
persons, like Sophia, who hiughed and sneer- 
ed at hini, faucied a uhimerical object. I did 
not, for example, believe that either Bob or 
you would make an exact camefs hoof at 
which you laboured so long ; hut I was tolera- 
bly sure, that with that heap of wliale-boae 
and worsted, and liorse-hair, and all the staff 
yon collected, you could, if you persevered, 
make very comfortable elastic soles for old 
James ; and you did so." 

" I assure you, Sophia, Bob is very inge- 
nious, if I were at liberty to speak," 

" If you are not quite sure of that, Charles, 
1 would recommend you to be silent. It » 



L 
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not necessary that boys should make disco- 
reriea, but it is iDdispensable that tJiey abide 
by truth and honour," said Mrs. Herbert. 

" I must be silent till the time come, on 
the grand discovery, but this is no secret." 
Charles ran to his own room, and soon return- 
ed with a little machine made of tin and wood, 
which he called the " Great Geyser of Ice- 
land," or " Bob's Geyser." " The Iceland 
boiling fountains, mamma, described in our 
Rational Readings; and this ia not a model 
like Bob's diving bell — it ia an invention, 

Mrs. Herbert smiled at the impoi'tance 
whi<:h Charles ascribed to this distinction. 

" George told us last summer on what 
principle the jets of the fountain depended ; 
that is the intermitting exploHtona of hot 
water ; Bob thought and tbooght, and work- 
ed and worked, till he made the Great Gey- 
ser. I don't qnite understand the principle 
myself." 

" It is by air I daresay," said Sophia ; 
" every tiling is by jircMure of oir." 



S9t DIVERSIOin OF BEOLtYCOT. 

** I eah work Hke machfaie and aihew ymi 
lome. fiunoni jets," said Charies; sad he got 
bot water from the teaFiiniy that hia imitatioD 
might be the more dose, and commenoed 
dperalloiUy his sliteni banging over him* 

^8top9Stpp,mydear^ if your fbnntaia woik 
yon will delngie the tea-table»" cried Mra. Heir- 
bM. ' Bnt Ihe remonstrance 'caine too Iate» 
The fimntain pUiyed,-^the jets of water 
■prang not quite to the roof^ as Sophia aaad^ 
bnt to a good height; and for the intereats 
and glory of science^ Mrs. Herbert bore a 
good deal of inconvenience, and some wetting, 
very patiently. There were Jets and inter- 
missions till even Sophia declared herself sa* 
tisfied, and she pronounced Bob ^^a.most 
wonderfnl boy ! Perhaps, mamma, the great- 
est genius of this age.'* 

<< And a few minutes ago he was the stupid- 
est of boys. That he is a g^reat genius remaina 
to be shewn ; but he is assuredly an ingenious, 
and, what is more to be relied on, an indefoH* 
ffoble boy." 

''/think, SoplMa,70u^wia.TtfPt««iiPMiw^ 
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Bob has no more brains than an oyeter," said 
Charles, jealous for the honour of his friend. 
" I beg Bob's pardon for the comparison." 
" You ought to extend the entreaty for par- 
don to the oyster too, my dear, to which, in 
your ignorance, you hare been eqnally un- 

" Unjust, mother ! What can be so stupid 
as shell-fish — always excepting the Nautiltu, 
the little mariner, the really _^rj( navigator." 
" The Nautilus is indeed a very pretty 
Bhell-animal ; but there are many others quite 
OS wonderful, as admirable, in their atracture 
and instincts." 
" But, mamma, dear mamma, first the nauti- 
lus, if you please. Afiss Ellis shewcil Sophia 
the shell. It is so beantiful," said Fanny. 
" O, BO very beautiful !" cried Sopliia. 



" Mother, why do I think first of the crea- 
ture itielf— the tmuHIus or \^e hwmming-iiird 



2M DIVERSIOKS OP BOLLYCOr. 

—-and Fanny always of its sheRy or itg nest ?,** 
said Ckarlesi 

" A r-ery profound query, CSulriies; bnt as 
I consider your kind of ouriosity more sensi- 
ble, I will tell Fanny of the animal first.'' 

Mrs. Herbert, having told of the nautilus, 
declined telling more stories to Fanny of shell- 
aiumais; but she pointed out where they might 
be-lbuttd in her Stories from Natural History $ 
and, to Sophia's amazement, it was seen that 
the scallop, besides its shell being the badge of 
pilgrims bound to the shrines of those apostles 
who were fishermen, had many wonderful fiei- 
culties. That the oyster, regarded as so stapid, 
moves and Jeelsy nay almost reasons. Won- 
ders were also read on this night of the il/i?- 
dustty the sea-nettle, and the razor-fish, and 
the sea-urchin. 

" I will never dare to call any thing stupid 
again," said Sophia, — " not even a muscle." 

" You will do wisely, for not even the mus- 
cle is forgotten by that gracious and benignant 
Power which provideth for the wants of erety 



SHELL-AKIHALS. 395 

hTing thing'. Muscles, inert as they appear to 
yon, hare a power of motion peculiar to theiU' 
selves. You have seen how they are fastened 
to rocks, by a number of films or tough 
threads ?" 

" Yea, mother, moored by cables to rocks 
in creeks, in whole fleets, — colonies of them." 

*' And these cables they hoth manufacture 
and fasten for themselves. But for tjiese they 
would be drifted at the mercy of every wave. 
Sometimes a hundred and fifty of these cablet, 
aa you properly call them, will be employed, in 
particular situations, to fasten a single musole 
to its moorings." 

The sisters wished their mother good~night; 
but Charles, who said be had no curling of 
hair, orfoldinffg to do, lingered. 

"Mother, how much you do know!" said 
Charles, drawing a long breath, " of every 
bird and beast, — I shall never know half aa 
much. 1 must really get up far earlier." 

" You know much more of this delightful 
kind of knowledge than I did at your age, 
Charles, or at a far more advanced age- Till 
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we came to Hollycot, my informatign on Buch 
subjects was very limited." 

" And why did you attidy, mother?" 

" I Iiad a strong motive, Charles. I studied 
because I loved you all." 

Cbarles pressed closer to his mother's side. 
" O, mamma, I trill study too, because I love 
you. I will make Jamea call me at fire. I 
will learn — " 

" Ytm will learn chiefly because that is gw>d 
fur yourself, Charles, and also because you 
love your mother. And by and by, when you 
get older, and are far from me ; and even now 
the earlier the better, you must be^in to re- 
fer all your actions — all you learn, and do, 
and think, to a liigher authority, and a higher 
motive than even your mother's approbation, 
or any one's applause ; yet when yon do right, 
the pleasure and the praise of those who love 
you, will fullow your deeds. Do you under- 
stand what authority I mean ?" 

" I think I do, mother," whispered the 
boy, — " The will of God my Creator." 

" Yes, Charles, i^S^'iaiV^^ ^ha al 
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by which tlie actions and thoag-hta of all beings 
should be regulated. And where are you to 
learn this divine and holy will?" 

" Your lessons, mother, and Mr. Dodsley's, 
have told me, — in the Bible. I have known 
that for some time now." 

" And you also know," whispered the mo- 
ther, " that obedience to that will commands 
from you the practice of all virtues, the ob- 
servance of all duties ; all the good habits and 
kindly affections which your education, for 
these ten years, was intended to fix on your 
mind, and impress on your heart : love to your 
brothers and sieter^, and to all mankind in 
their just degree: — charily, truth, justice, pa- 
liertce, Jirmness, and humanity." 

" I hope I know this a little, mother, and 
that I shall learn more," whispered Charles. 

" Then good-night, my boy ; you will learn 
yonr duty if you love it, — no fear of that. God 
bless you." _|^^ 



Next evening, Mrs. Heibeit, KeT«ft^£ «kiA^ 
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<< I must keep my pn>mise to-night. The 
fceaver, or the cuttle-fish ?" 

« The cuttle-fish, if you please, mother," 
said Fanny ; << for Charles and Sophia know 
about the hearer already, and I can wait." 

<< Good little woman. Then is every one 
busy ? for I can work and speak." 

" All busy, mamma." 

« The CuTTLE-FiSH," said Mrs. Herbert, 
*^ though classed with worms, from some of its 
peculiarities, is often found two feet in leng^th. 
Its body is cylindrical — you know what that 
is, Fanny ?" 

" O yes. The roller Charles and James 
draw over the grass is cylindrical — it is a 
perfect cylinder." 

Mrs. Herbert nodded, and went on with 
her story and her work : — " In some species 
of the cuttle-fish, the body is covered with a 
sbeath ; in others this outer covering comes 
but half way up. The Sepia, one of the most 
remarkable kinds, has eight feet or tentacles — 
that is fingers or arms — ^besides two feelers, 
wbicb are much larger thasx ii\io^^ vcicDi& % «xid 
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the most wonderful part of the atmcturQ of 
tk* animal, to our view, is, tJiat each of these 
feelerB ia fumished at the extremity with 
Btrong cups or suckers, in shape somewhat 
like the cup which holds the acorn. B; means 
of these, the sepia seizes its prey, anduliuga to 
it ; and also fastens itself to the ground at the 
bottom of the sen. Tliis it does by the game 
power, I believe— but I am not ^uite certaia, 
Charles — tliat enables the fly to creep along 
the ceiling, and the sea-horse to climb the ice- 
bergs ; the same mechanical power which 
makes the piston descend in the steam-en- 
gine — a power which, for wise and beneficent 
purposes, is possessed by many animals. The 
cuttle-fish has also two prominent eyes ; and 
you recollect, in reading about the eyes of 
birds, you understood why round, prominent 
eyes enable birds, even in full flight, when 
ofi^ eyes would be dazzled, to see flies, 
and the small insects they pursue. — See how 
Sophia just now, very naturally, contracts her 
eye in threading that small needle." 



SOO DIVERSIONS OF HOLLYCOT. ^H 

" Mother, has the »^ia the power of flat- 
tening; its eye at pleasure, like the birda of 
prey ? — has it a third eyelid like the birds 
and the horse?" 

" That, Charles, I cannot tell ; but Ibeliere 
not. It does not, like birds, fly through bush 
and brake. In its watery element, it is not 
exposed to encounter twigs and leaves, nor to 
the dangers incurrad by rapid motion. I know 
it has, what is more useful, a sti'Ong, liomy 
beak, like the bill of a parrot, with which it 
adroitly breakg the limpets, and other aniBll 
shell-fish, on which it feeds. It baa also a 
hole in its belly, through which, when Imrd 
pursued by tlie stronger seiL-aniinala that 
prey on it, it pours out a black liquid, 
which, by darkening the water, helps it to 
escape." 

'■ Moomia, I can tell you somethiug I lean- 
ed from my Latin lessons yesterday. The 
Romans sometimes used that black liqiudiBs 

" Thank you, Charles ; I did not know ihM 
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before. How pleasant it is to tulk together 
of what we know, and to increase each, others 
stock of information." 

" And, mamma, I forgot, till this minute, 
what my drawing-master told me, long ago, 
that, besides gypsmu and sulphm', and other 
things, the bone of the cuttle-fish, which is 
very light, after being finely pounded, sitled, 
and wetted, is employed by artists to take 
moulds." 

" Better and better, Sophia. Besides re- 
newing information in our own minds, our 
conversing gives us the power of adding to the 
general knowledge, and furnishes a motive for 
acquiring more. And now, Charles, you know 
we never like to leave any animal till we 
know something of his moral qualities, if I 
may so say. The cuttle-fish has some admira- 
ble ones. When the female " 

" That means his wife, mamma ?" inquired 

" Jnst his wife — he makes an excellent 
huBbond. I mean to my, that his instincts 
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make Lim the foitlifol friend, and brave de- 
fender of the female with whom he osBOoiatee. 
He never, in any emergency, deserts her; he 
braves every danger, and hasards his life to 
cherish and protect her." 

" To find snch determined gallantry— the 
truest spirit of chivalry, In the genus lotirmjf.'" 
said George Herbert, laughing. 

" Pray what is gallantry, mamma ?" cried 
Charles, eagerly. " Yesterday," when I led 
blind Susan over the Whit« Bridge, Matmce 
cried, ' Charles, you are vastly gallant.'-— 
What ia gallantry, mother ?" 

" Fart — and the better part too — is what 
you were then doing, Charles — assisting a 
helpless woman. George must tell yon w^hat 
true gallantry is, my boy." 

George Herbert, now a lad of sixteen, blnsbed 
slightly when urged to speak ; and then swd, 
" Indeed, Charles, I can tell nottting about it." 

" O, fie, George !" cried Sophia, who had 
now gone to the piano-forte, " I hope you can ; 
for I shall like all my brothers to b& d 
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roiM mH gallant. Sho hurriedly played a 
piece of music, composed to the words — 

■' High deeds uliiered in Ptleatiue," 

then went to her favourite, " Huntaniaii) 
rest," and from that jumped to " Dunois, the 
young and brave," TV'itU these Tarious illos- 
trations, Charles was about as wise as before ; 
and Mrs. Herbert wus displeased with her 
daughter's musical trifling. Sophia resumed 
her regular musical lesson. 

« Do tell me, George?" said Charles. " The 
day after I walked in the village with Sophia 
and the Courtneys, aH onr boys said, I was so 
gallant ; and laughed at me." 

" Laughed at you for walking with your 
sisters and your friends, and taking care of 

" I don't mind being laughed at for walk- 
ing with girls, I assure you, mother. I would 
not be ashamed of being kind to my own sis* 
tera, or Mary Dodsley, or little Amy, or blind 
Susan, either. But all day long to beap-> 
' Charles Herbert is so gallawtV" 
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** To prore to jon that yoa had no renMm 
to 1»e ashamed, little hero, I miut try to tdl 
yoa what gallantry ig« Yoa have read of Ba* 
yard and Sir Philip Sydney^ in 3roiir stories of 
innstrioiis men. There yon wiU leani that 
true gallantry is that respectful homage and 
tenderness to all women, which all men and 
boys should fed and shew, because they faaye 
mothers and sisters^ and because it is right; 
and because— " 

The boy hesitated and stammei^ and So- 
phia promptly broke in — ** And are in lore 
with some beautiful lady, man. You are very 
poor at a definition, Greorge." 

" Let George, however, give his own,'* said 
Mrs. Herbert, smiling. 

** — That kind of worship, and reverencse, and 
promptitude," continued George, '' to protect 
and defend all females, especially those with 
whom a man is connected by ties of blood or 
friendship. But it will be better to read 
TRUE GALLANTRY at oucc from youT book, 
mother." 
*' I believe it wVSi, eis^^\a!^:<; ^ \ss^ ^l^inn^ 
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sailor, after tearing; JElias's beautiful illustra- 
tion, ean have no doubts of what this manly 
4]uality wliich Sopliia desirea for all lier broth- 
ers really is," 

The legaon vaa read and admired, and 
found profitable; and, as an agreeable coia- 
mentary, Sophia played and sung with her 
ddest brother what her mother called " a 
noble old aong of chiralry'' — 

"Sboutd doughty deeds mf Isdf pleue." 

The ain|^rg seemed to feel the true spirit of 
their song. They repeated it more than 
once ; but Charles, kind as he was, and even 
tender to little girls and blind women, got 
tired of chivalry. He began to draw a cuttle- 
fish, sticking, by what he called its tentacles, 
to a hit of rock. After he had bravely stood 
his brother's saacy criticisms, and the compar- 
ison of his cattle-fish to a Bologna sausage, 
and his rock to a quartern loaf, George, o- 
shamed of himself, poid some compliments to 
his temper, " his good, firm, sweet temper." 
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or to shew l^'itk^^'m^iHi^itj^qjKktt woi^aejl 
nid Mn. Herbert. r 'J v .li ^ij/^ 

«< I wiab yim "irotM fteUf b^^m menrntet 
to dranr, (Aluitis,'' add Qeorge^'^^tliafe 1 m 
make 'y6a aouie atoiienicM fbrmjimpaideiMSb.^^ 

" Iifl^oiiUbegladtobeij^if muiiiiiawas^ 
girein(»peiicilflr--^viy <^li^'P«nnitB&'? iL -ii'l 

^Oladlj^CSiaileB; provided -^yom aeMhsv 
lose your pencils nor lAj cot- diem aitakf'i 
wii AbA' ym tmef he lltieiiioonei< dl>leftodiil£[l 
your intention/ fit) properly dooditMiNJ^ tUfi 
it does not interfere, ifith jotir du^y what if 
yon beg^n to dr&w a line to-night> as you are 
quite idle." >, : ) 

Charles was sore he oonld draw a line lonj^ 
ago — ^he had often drawn ships, and windr 
mills, aikd honses, and asses ; and old men witk 
no foreheads, but rery big noses*-^'^ to draw 
a line was so simple,** — and yet wh^i he tried 
he could not do iu — << It was wonderfol^-^noi 
draw a straight up-and-down line«-^ perpm^ 
dicular line." 
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" You perceive the vast difTecence between 
doing a tiling, and doing' a thing well," said 
Mrs. Herbert. 

In a little while, by taking puns, Charles 
succeeded better. He drew a very straight 
line — then be uttempted an horizontal one — 
next A diAgonal]inc,vrithout shifting his paper. 
The next evening, having repeated these, he 
made a larele, and then an oval of various 
widths, oriui ellipsis. 

" If I could ouiy draw the Itlowing up of 
the Orient, mother, in the battle of the Nile, 
and eKliibit the horrible pause in the action." 

" In thinliing of your future profession, 
Charles, you fix your mind too much on bat- 
tles and victory. Tlicse may be called die 
prizes in the lottery of a seaman's life, and 
they are few in number. You may be many 
years at sea — many long, tedious years, silly 
persons would call them, who don't know 
how to employ their time, — and never be in 
an engagement ; but no day need pass over 
your head in which you may not have the 
power of doing good — of increasinp; your 



knowledge, either ^neral or profesBiosal ; or 
of exercising your pendl to fill avacmit lioiV'; 
and when tbe engugemcDt doea coaie, you 
will not do your duty one whit the worse, but 
probably much better: for yon rememb^ 
'Knmoledge is potoer.'" . i 

« Pray, mother, do tell ns Borne of jaar old 
Btories about that. I used so to like them." 

" My dear Cbarles, almott every thing yoa 
hear or see tells you that ' knowledge is potoer.' 
Was not the knowledge of the baeket-u&ker 
power among the Gavagea ? — did not Robinaon 
Crusoe's knowledge giFC him power to eustun 
his life in healtli and comfort in his ialuid ?— 
Every ship tliat sails the sea — every building 
yon look at — every manuftioture— -every man 
or boy you nee on horseback, tells yon that. 
And knowledge is not merely poweri — it' Is 
often ^wmanify, and merey flowing from /lOKKSry 
where ignorance is cruelty. In the profoMitw 
of surgery how often may this be eKempUfioA 
—There is one story I have heard oonneetod 
with that engagement, which nma so imub 
ia yarn little Uead, v\u>t \ ^iax« q&«a.-mAjid 
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to tell yon. In some degree this story also 
shews thftt knowledge it power. It is told of 
a boy like yourself, the son of Commodore 
Casa Bianca, who was in the Orient in that 
dreadful though g-lorious battle." 

" That boy is mentioned in my life of Nel- 
son. Ho is called a ' hrave boy, only ten 
years old.' I would like to hear of him, 
tboDgh he be an Italian or French boy." 

" No matter of his country. I speak of his 
conduct, Charles — 'Tis of his courage, intelli- 
gence, and filial affection, I can tell you. He 
was about thirteen years of age, and familiar 
with ships ; and, like you, longing for battles, 
though with far more knowledge of what they 
are. In tiie engagement in wliidi the Orient 
bore so severe a part, he displayed the great- 
est courage and self-pos session. He took his 
place among the gunners and seamen, and 
when their Aring happened by some confusion 
to slacken in tlie lioat of action, by his firmness 
and presence of mind he I'estored order, and 
saw the guns properly sert'cd. He hud eren, 
in that dreadful scene, all his wits ahaul Ai«u 
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Be wag aUe to pohit out the mistakes of Ae 
gunners and saflors ; and, in the nddstof Ae 
apparent confosion, lie took care that ekA 
gun should he served with cartridges raitalils 
to its sise. In the action lus Atiier had teoi 
wonndedy 1>nt this ke did not know; said 
wben lire kroke ont in the ship, and oTery 
man provided for his safety in the promptat 
way^ this krare boy remained by kimadf at 
Ae gmis, calling to khow if he migkt flow 
leave kis post wilkont dishononr. The flames 
raged round him, but he stood fimiy wait- 
ing the commodore's answer. An old seaman 
informed him that his father was wounded 
and unable to move, but had commanded kim 
to surrender, and save his life. He ran to 
the gun-room, threw himself on his wounded 
father, clasped him in his arms, and declared 
he would not leave him. The commodore 
entreated him to fly, and so did the old sea- 
man — * I must die — I will die with my fatker/ 
said the boy. The old seaman had just time 
to provide for kis own safety, when Ae 
flames reached the ^^ofw^st tcai^^xfiDA^ «a^^^SKll 



esploeion Iiappened which Charles wishes to 
be able to represent in a drawing. It carried 
np into the air young Caaa Bianca, who in the 
impulse of affection had tried to cover the 
body of his wounded father. This, Charles, 
was one small part of the Price of that 
Victory — but so nobly was it paid, that one 
can scarce ri^et it," 

A few seconds before, the eyes of Charles 
Herbert liad been overflowing with enthuaiaa- 
tic adinimtion of young Casa Bianca. Now 
he suddenly hid his face on his arm, and ran 
out of the room. Charles drew no more that 
night. 

For some weeks Sophia Herbert, delighting 
in ber goldfinch, attended to its wants with 
the utmost punctuality. Her first business 
every mombg was to visit him ; and in her 
walks she picked up the herbs that he liked; 
and the bird soon learned to know his protec- 
tress, and at the sound of her sweet young 
voice, he ever pranked himself^ Uid rused hia 
shrill pipe in welcome. ,^4 ^^^ ,m, ^k^, ^, 
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Abont thii time Mrs. Herbert, wbo rarely 
left home, was comjietlod to visit a friend »t 
a little distance, and expected to be delainod 
for two tiigbts. She took the younger chtt- 
dren with her, and left Sophia iincOBtvaUfld 
housekeeper. 

" Surely," Sophia's mother said onBtc|>ping 
into the carriage, " I need not bid you be care- 
ful I f gnldy ; nor recommend Alary to your 
kindness nnder her bad cold." 

" I think not, mamma," replied SopUg, 
smiling at tlie needless caution — ** [( ja not 
very likely I should ni^lect either," 

Sophia ordered dinner on this day, and pre- 
sided at table ; and she made tea, — and went 
through all these duties vrith so mnob pro- 
priety, that Charles said, " she was a Terf 
good mistress of a family — and the datnseii 
pie was very nice — and she did not for^ 
where she laid things, or mislay the keys very oC- 
teu for the first day. If she nwf^ the bell far 
more frequently than mamma, from sometimet 
forgetting things, yet she always after r'mg- 
ing ran out into iVe bsO\, X.o m^ oW, -wVvM: she 
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-witnterl, to snvn poor Jamea trouble. Now, 
thuiigh niammii did not rinf^ half, noi' quarter 
so often, she never ran ont to meet James ; so 
that upon the whole, this was not bo bad of 
Bophia." 

The young housekeeper had projected so 
tuany nidden alteratioiia anil improvements, 
that thong^h up with the lark ne^t morning, 
she neither had leisure, slie fancied, to make 
nor eat breakfast; and wLen Charles came 
home from school, she was still undressed, 
her hair in papers, and her frock tora at the 
hem. But a toilet-cover, fur which she had 
heard her mother wish some days before, was 
made ; and six sketches iii pencil, by George, 
with which she wished to ornament her mo- 
ther's dressing closet, were pasted, atid in 
great forwardness. There were also a few 
prints of natural history stuck un the walls of 
Harry's iwrMFy. 

" I hare had no leisiu'e to dress, and we 
most joat eat any thing fur dinner, OiarlpK," 
ttm-m-i. ^SaUy hai leased me the whole 
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morning with 'Miss Herbert, whatia far din- 
ner?' though she saw me ho busy." 

" Never mind, Sophia," aaid Charles, " I 
can take a. slice of bread, — or milk aad potatoes, 
or any thinji;." 

There was a o dressing, no dinner, no tea; 
but Charles continued to work and eat at the 
same time ; and Sophia cared for nothiog save 
to surprise and gratify her mother. Just as 
Charles announued the chaise at a distance 
the whole design was completed. The toilet- 
cover looked clean aud sliewy. Sophia had 
generously torn up her best India muslin 
frock for it. The dramnga looked beautifol, 
relieved by their deep black and white bor- 
ders, after an antique design Sophia had seea 
on a work-box. 

" Such afignre, Sophia!" cried Fanny, trtaa 
the carriage wiudow. 

" Are you well, my dear ? — you look so pftia, 
nay haggard ; and are so untidy." 

" All well, mamma — quite well ! Jomp oat 
Hitfry: — you have all had a delightful jonmny^" 
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" And a delightful snrpriae you will have, 



" Hist! Charles," said Sophia, plac 
finder on her lips. 

" We have seen anch a beautiful ci 
tory, Sophia — ho mauy curioiu and beautiful 
plants — I have so much to teU of them," cried 
FmiDy, jumping out. 

" Let me hoist out your box, mother," cried 
Charles ; " I am strong now." 

" But how came you by those hands Ixty — ■ 
pa«te aud soot to the knuckles, and blood too ! 
—what is the matter ?" 

" Only knocking in a nail or two, mother— 
and this is not soot — it \e ivory black." 

" Still it is soot, Charles, and well as I liko 
to shake bands with you, I cannot touch fin- 
gera like thpse." 

The children gfit out, and now Mrs. Her- 
bert inquired for her old and worthy domes- 
tic. "I must see Mary before I even lay 
aeid? iny pelisse," she said, f I am sure yoit 
iiSivp nursed her carefully — her cold is gone I 
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"Maiy, mainma! — really, mamma 1" — said 
Sophia, reddening' in confuBion. " I trust she 
is — I — have not seen her t«-day — I am eure 
Sally must have atlendtd to her — we have 
been rather busy." 

"So it appears," retiimedMrs. Herbert, cold- 
ly. — " You surely ordered her broth though ? — 
In my liouse, poor Mary tares for every crea- 
ture save herself." 

" Mamma, 1 will run up to her." 

"Why is Sylphie not singing, Sophia?" 
said Fanny, looking up to the window above 
the hall, where the bird-cage hung. " I don't 
see htm on his perch." 

Sophia uttered a stifled scream, and flew up 
stairs. Her mother Iiastily lullowed her. 
The poor bird had fallen exliausted 
bottom of the cage, where it lay feebly 
ing, and apparently dying. Sophia, 
in agony, threw herself upon the cage, uttei*-- 
ing wild exclamations of grief and despair. ' 

" Thoughtless and cruel girl, begone froat 
my presence," said Sophia's mother, iaatoB« 
thM Juade Charles's \\>:%rt &c\\« {«t bis 
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griered as he was for the preUy birJ. Sopliia 
bad already taken it from the cage, and pressed 
H in her bosoni, sobbing; as if she would kave 
gone into a fit. 

" Give me the bird, and be^oue to your 

room instantly," said her mother. " Is your 

foolish grief to finish what your thoughtless 

cruelty has already carried so far?" ,i ,,.,,/, 

Sophia sobbed more wildly than before. „^, 

" Command yom^elf, and leave my pre-" 

" I camiat indeed, mamma — I cannot," sob- 
bed the girt convulsively. " O my beautiful 
bird, have I killed you !" 

" She cannot indeed, mother," cried Charles, 
clinging to his sister. 

" She can and must control this mad burst 
of passion," said Mrs. Herbert, while she 
tried to restore the bird. " Sophia, il' you 
comnuind yourself, 1 may be able to save this 
poor bird — to give it at least a chance for life ; 
if not) I must leave it to perbh, and attend to 
you — you will throw yourself into fits." 

By a stfpng effort Sophia stifled her sobs. 
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and crawled from her mother's preaence, 
casting a look of passionate grief &nd remorBe 
on her favourite. 

In less than ten minutes Charles was at her 
doHet door, whispering, " your Sylph will 
live, Sophia — it lias opened its Lttle eyes — 
it was dying of thirst, manuna says. It has 
taken a little water — mamma bathed his bil^ 
Had his little feet." 

There was a new burst of sobbing, and 
Oliarles went in. His sister was lying across 
her bed — her right arm hanging so oddly — so 
limber, Charles thought. 

" Will Sylph live, Charles ?— but he ia no 
longer my Sylph — O how shall I ever dare to 
look at my mother : — and old Mary. If you 
could help me up stall's to her !" 

" Sophia, you ann is sore — it is all swelled 
— it is hanging so" — 

" O don't touch it," cried Sophia, shrink- 
ing from her brother's gentle touch. " I was 
blind, and I fell down the stairs — my torn 
fi'ock caught my foot — I have hurt my ttnn 
very had, I fancy. — Hel^ me lo Mary now." 
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Charles more sensibly ran to his mother, 
though Sophia entreated that lier mother miglit 
be left with the ^oldfijich. 

Mrs. Herbert, leaving the bird tolerably 
restored, tame on the instant to her daughter, 
alarmed by what Charles said, but hoping he 
was mistaken. She found that Sophia had 
broken her right arm, a little above the elbow. 
She touched the tractnred limb ; she softly felt 
and held it ; she became as pale as a corpse. 

" Charles, get mamma a little water," 
wliispered Sophia. " Mamma will fault." 

" I will not faint — Fanny will get me a lit- 
tle water — do you write a short note Charles 

— you can write now — to Doctor telling 

him whut has happened, and to come to us ia- 
■tantly; meanwhile order James to saddle the 
pony." 

" Let me go myself, motlier. I can saddle 
the pony fast. I can gallop harder than 
James — far harder." 

" Go then, Charles — I can tmst you." 

The trust was well placed, in a very short 
time the Burgeon tame, riding on CharlMii^, 
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pony. Charles ran and walked, and walked 
and ran the four miles back : but before he 
came the arm was set. Sophia's mother had 
taken precautions to prerent it from swelling; 
and Sophia, the eurgeoii SiLid, had borne the 
setting most heroically — " it was a plear 
sure to see her." 

She smiled to Charles, and whispered, 
" Sylph has spoien, Fanny says. Alacy is 
coming' down to see me to-night ; — but O, 
Charles, my mother I" , 

" Mamma is not angry now, Sophia." 

" Mamma called me cruel," whispered ,So- 
phia ; " and so I am — most cruel ; — and she 
detests cnielty, and so I thought did I." 

Mrs. Herbert was writing a note at the 
bed-side of her daughter to Miss EUis, request- 
ing her to come to HoUycot in the mormng', 
but not till then ; — then she could he of use,, 

" I called you cruel, Sophia, not becaosa I ^ , 
think your natural disposition cruel, hut bf^ 
cause, as I told you long before, th ought lest;- _ j 
ness may often have all the effects of preme^.„| 
diCsfed cruelty. Now 1 euUBct and comnuod 
JOB to be quiet, and Tiot to i.\in>-«^<«vm,^\ 



PENITENCE. 331 

any fresh agitation ; on this condition alone, do 
I permit Charles to remain in your sight." 
Sophia cnmmaiKkd hereelf with great resolu- 
tion. Fanny brought her Sylph into the room, 
to show how well he was. At her feint whis- 
per, it crowed to her, as if fully restoi-ed — ■ 
happy and forgiving. Sophia was quite orer- 
conie by this undeserved kindness from her 
little favourite; and ifhermuther perceived the 
soft gracious tears that stole silently down her 
cheeks, she did nut now chide them. 

" III fix the pulley of hig cage there, Sophia," 
said Cliarlcs. 

" No, no, no — 1 don't deseiTe to see liim 
more, nor to have any charge of him." 

" And I don't choose tliat Sophia should be 
iu Miy way disturbed. — Carry off the bird. 
Funny," 

Fanny held up Sylph once more to his pen- 
itent mistress, who followed him to the door 
with her eyes. She then wliie|>ered, " Mamma 
looks so pale, Charles. She has not put <iff 
her pelisse yet, because she would not leave 
my arm." 



" Would not leave yourself, Sophia^" eaid 
Charles.—" Yoar arm is part of yourself." 

" If you could make mamma somfl tea. 
Sally is putting Harry to bed, and getting' 
■omething for Mary, and poor Fanny ia so 
tired." 

" I am sure, Sophia, you are not tlrau^ht- 
lesa either. I will try to make tea. I won- 
der I don'i know better how, for I have seen 
it done a hundred times." 

Sophia, gave ber wliispered directions. 

Charles took a very lon^ while certainly, but 
lie made tea at last ; and without either scald- 
ing himself, or breaking anything. He Car- 
ried it to Sophia's bed-side on a little tray. 

" Mamma, I have made you a cup of tea. — 
Sophia bade me. — I hope it b not bad. , I ap 
enre the water boiled — but I nevei* made tea 
before." 

" Thank you, Charles. I am sore I wiD 
like your tea: — very acceptable it is, and very 
good too ; aud most bountifully sweetened. 
If yon will gi?e me about a half, or two-thirds 
Jess sugar, 1 will Aie ' ' 
£-oiQ yon." 
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*• Mother, / think a great quantity of sn^ 
so good" 

'■ The exact quantity I like, is what I think 
good, CluLrles. You will show more trae kind- 
ness to your friends, by gratifying their own 
tastes in tea, and other matters, than by com- 
pelling them to conform to what you may 
think better. Do yon understand me ?" 

" I will show you, mother, whether I do or 
not. — One, two small knobs into your cup ; 
now I would hare liked to give yon whole 
four had you liked it, mamma." 

" I see yon do understatid. Now take care 
the lid of the tea-pot does not fall off, while 
you pour out the tea. Carry your wits alon^ 
with you, my dear,— or if nnhappily you, at 
any time, ontmn them, then pause till the 
lagpng wits come up. That won't he lost 
time, Charles. Now help Sophia and Fan- 
ny, while I visit Mary." 

" Charles, folh)W mamma," whispered So- 
phia, the ruling passion again reviving. 

" I daresay momma was pleased," laid 
Charles, on his return ; " hut Ae ^>S.tssA«s% 
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much about the drawings. She only eirid; *^or 
Sophia ! how well she has home great pjdti.'" 

It was some days before Mrs. Herbert 
spoke about the decorations of her dressing 
room. Sophia's arm was going on w^D. — •' I 
am much gratified by your wish to please and 
oblige me, my dear Sophia. The drawings 
are, indeed, a very pretty ornament to my 
dresmng-closet ; and the toilet-cover, thooglt 
eitpensive, very neat and tidy — but if -" 

" Ah, mamma, those ' but ify I' I shall' n»> 
ver in my Iil« surmount in my oondiiict * but 

if.' ...'..■,\. 

" Yon will yourself allow this to lM '■ 
very proper ' but if," Sopliia. If, instewt «f 
my dressing-room being decorated with ifal 
nicety bordered drawings, I bad, on my -w* 
tnrn, met my danghter cheerful and bafpf^ 
aeatly dressed, and her fiice beaming wLtfa'tlHl 
consciousness of having faithMly pt^ ^l iuB J 
all her little duties — her sick old nurse kinily 
attended to — her aflectionate little pet \tiOed 
for — her brother and herself with their ordi- 
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hooflehold starvedrneglect^ and di$ord$rlyf I 
wouklliAv^ be^ much l>etter plea8ed«— 'JStf^ tfi 
again* Sophia, I had found all right, and two 
of the drawings hung up ; or only the tpilet- 
eover made of suitable materialsi I would haye 
felt gratified and obliged by your attention ; 
whereas — ^but I have said enough." 

, <' I know well what George meant now, 
mamma, when he said, < There was a want of 
keeping in my mind.' I am very^ very sensible 
of the importance of carmstency in one's con- 
duct. I meant to be very good and kind, and 
dashing too a little, perhaps ; and I was. — ^I 
never will again, I hope, forget what Lady 
Griaell sa^d to her daughters, < that trifles, if 
9egle«ted, will become a&irs of moment' I 
was twice on. the stairs going up to Sylphm 
How I could forget what I love so much is the 
greater wonder, — and twice I meant to mend 
my frock. How one fault does lead to an- 
<«t^r." 

: Sophia was lying languid in bed while she 
monJiaed in this manner ; but in a week 
afterwardsi she was going .about the housa 



with her &mi in a sliag — thin, and grown 
very tall, her last year's frocks shewing a great 
deal of her gUiu ancles.^ — " I am growing a 
great girl," was her sober thought, " and hov 
idle and useless I am. I can neither play, nor 
draw, nor work just now; I can't walk very 
far, and one tires of always reading." — Tfaongh 
Sophia judged herself thug, and much mvrft 
■everely, when she thought of her faults and 
their consequences, her mother was pleased 
with her. For, notwithstanding late eirors, 
Sophia had, for monthe, miuntahed, if not an 
uniform yet an anxious watch over herself, and 
had really made considerable progress in cor- 
recting her faults. Geoi^e owned that he 
had not once detected her in being " poetical 
in her prose." The glow which her imagina- 
tion threw around every fevourite object was 
inseparable from her character; but she no 
longer viewed things through a false me- 
dium. She struggled to subdue, iis hormothw 
perceived, the high mdignant temper she usod 
formerly to shew, when provoked by the mal- 
ice or meannees of \wc >j«i>w% wo^ 
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Nor did she asaume sole rale oier Charles, 
nor wrang'le for power with George, nor yet 
yield points with that lofty air of offensive 
saperiority which Fanny jastly disliked. She 
Had learned, in an instance that had nearly 
proved fatal, that even the greatest warmth 
of aflFection is not sufficient to sustain the 
mind in the nnifurm and rigid performance of 
doty without system and rcfftilaril//. 

Meanwhile, her accident had gained Sophia 
(nie firm and most usefiil friend. Miss EUlis, the 
Qaalferlady; she called herself " Serah Ellis," 
but Sophia could never name her thus simply. 
The ingenuousness, the purity, the chiMike 
simplicity of Sophia, a girl of twelve, with high 
natural gifts, yet knowing less of the work* 
ing-day world than her slirewd little sister 
M eight, made her, vith all ber faults, a very 
intermrting creature to those capahle of appre- 
ciating her true oliaracter. To Miss EUlia the 
warmth and fresliness of nature in Sophia 
Herbert, and even the early romance of her 
character, were peculiarly delightful Il«r en- 
thusiaam was, to Sophia'^ mothei;, tUe ^icuxcri 
of smiles and sighs, deligVl ani K^^tdwe^si^iAi- 
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" Fanny was so safe a little person," Miss 
Ellis said, " any one might educate Fanny." 
Miss Ellis possessed, in an eminent degree 
those useful feminine qualities, and meek and 
patient dispositions of mind that Sophia rcqniiv 
ed to cultivate. Her example was, therefore, 
in many respects, beneficial. When she left 
Hollycot to return Iiome, she said, smilin|i^y, 
to Mrs. Herbert at parting, " Ballast the im- 
agiDation of our dear young friend with the 
weight of thy keys, and the harden of thy 
household business." And next morning, 
proud of the trust, but trembling nnder 
the awful load of fresh responsibility, Sophia 
entered on her evtended duties. When sys- 
tematically performed, these became every 
day more easy and light. Both her bird, and 
the key of her piano-forte, which Sophia had 
^ven to her mother to keep for her, were re- 
stored at the end of a month of trial, to be 
naed henceforth at discretion. 

" If she do not grow into a mincing, Awti- 
dione, fiddle-faddle, nimmine-pimmine Miaa 
novr, with all lliw lAcenew wi\4 ■».\.\»stf&wo. \« 
iionsewifery and ^ad^-mavx***— ^o« %!i?i*».'i* 
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ever ia extremea — what an admirablo orW' 
ture she might become," said Sophia's brother 

" The original bent is too strong and ds; 
cided to permit of the extreme, you fear," re- 
plied his mother. No one who Bees Sophia'* 
sober face at what she calLs her pantry-htui'. 
net.t, and her eyes at her music lesson, wilL 
ever fear that : — but by and by I mean to ro- 
lieve her. She is too young, and has too 
much to acquire, to be yet all housekeeper' 
I have found those doraestiu every-day duties, 
just the etherative Sophia's miud required- 
She was becoming too moaical — far too fiaA- 
of literature." 

Sophia entered the room. She had been 
sending out to-roorrow's feast to the cottago 
of Amy's mother, and to the desolate dwoll- 
ing of blind Susan ; for to-morrow was the 
festival of the Christian world — this was 

CUHISTKAfi EvB. 

" Before we see another Christmas, perhaps 
both. George and Charles will have left us for 
their own future good," etud Mn. UQx!Ma\^ 



ipyirMhMb;'M4diiwii^ made— 

wiwl'good babite pnetiee has oonfinned In vi 

iliK^'tFHny shook liArUttlel^ <nnr,the 

nt««jted«fii0atdkal«oo|IVuiiijf; Bstiriiaft 
e<ril|rthha^ 3waooii^peifedri>"i»lpi good ona 
MqMM?'* .'-Famqrirai-ailaiil.'*: ' 

^ I think Fanny doea not try toinindc now, 
mamma," said Sophia. ** She knows tibat at^'- 
^l/^ is false and degrading; she does not 
mumble her lessons now — and how well ahe 
da&oes this year." 

• ^ I did not think of dancing," said E^amiy, 
dancing her little foot. 

<*-Afa, little coquet 1" said Geosge, smiling. 
<* I am afraid, mother, I can give but a poor 
account of myself. Greek and mathematics, 
and hard-redding y are not cared for at Holly- 
cot. '. 

^^Not understood ]^t\ii^)\i^isnd^ 
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for," replied his mother, " as the necessary 
accompllshmentB of a. profesBtoaai man and a 
gentleman. But at HoUycot we do uniler- 
st&nd the merit of trying to conquer pride, and 
jealous iraficihility of temper towards those 
whom chance has made our superiors in station 
or fortune, — of subduing unreasonable dislike 
of the rich and great, and unmeasured contempt 
of the duU or stupid, — of struggling witli a 
turn for satire, and biting sarcasm, even though 
friends and school-fellows laugh and applaud." 
George made no reply, and IVIrs. Herbert 
turned to Charles. 

" Mamma, I am like Fanny, I have done so 
little. I can skait now, and climb better — 
but these are not useful things — and swun." 

" IVIore than all that, Charles," cried So' 
phia — " don't you know more French and 
Latin, and history and arillimetic ; and yuu 
write far better, and can dance with Fanny, 
and draw with U«orge, and work with Hob, 
ail far, fer better." 

" What is more," said Mrs. Herbert, 
" Charles has mode some progress ii 
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portant art oi judging for himself^ by hia own 
reaaon and principles ; and of comaumding 
himself. Many a heedless action you may 
have committed within the last year, my 
dear boy, but, so far as yomr mother knows, 
not one cruel or base one." 

*^ And so generous, and so kind to us aD," 
cried Sophia. 

<< O, Sophia I" cried Chailes, blushing witii 
pleasure and confusion. 

Sophia cast down her eyes : her tam was 
come. 

*< Sophia has certainly made great progVBss 
this year/' said Creorge. *^ She plays so much 
better, and draws so much better." 
** That is so little,'* whispered Sophia* 
'* Do not be fidsely humble, Sophia^** said 
her mother. ^ I hare been strictly watofafol 
of you for many a day : to-night I have the 
pleasure of telling your friends that yoa have 
paid all your debts ; that I, oH examination to- 
day, found your dothes, and books, and mnsic^ 
all in excellent order ; your household matters 
and accounts dear, and well arranged; and 
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tlittt, air&re of your besetting faults, yon hare 
been prudGntly distrustful of yourself, and 
watchful over your every word and action." 

" And so kind a nurae when mamma was 
sick, — and so good to Harry," said Charles, 
who took a generous delight in remembenng 
and. commemorating Sophia's Tirtues. 

" I could not help that," said Sophia, look- 
ing affectionately at her mother. 

" And when Mias Mlis was sick," added 
Charles. ' 

" I love Miss Ellis too." 

" Happy for us, my dear Sophia, when an 
affectionate nature makes oar doties light. 
This has been to you a memorable year for so 
early a period of life ; at its close, I am most 
happy to say of all my dear children, their 
mother is satisfied with their attainments." 

Old James, on his camel-hoofs, brought in 
a box from London. It was addressed " To 
the Young People of HoDycot." Charles 
flew for his little hammer to strike up the lid. 
I'^st, wu ft letter, telling tW. ^t. (Sivm-^t^m 
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and hia daughtera were to anire on tfae itsBI^' 
row, to spend the holidays. '" ' "■" 

*' O, how delightful !" cried Fantiy ; « we 
could havfl a dance every Digbt ; If good, little 
Mr. Capriole would play tlie violin." "PaOn/f 
stopt abashed, aa her mother's eye fell on heif, 

" The value of the different articles in ibia 
box, toy letters inform me, ih twenti^-fiTe 
pounds," said Mrs. Herbert, — "money mA 
which Mr. ClementB intended to purchase a 
pony for you, Alaurice, till he learned the Ii3s- 
tory of the mitting excursion &ora your teacli- 
er, and what he is g^ood enough to ciffl the 
manly and honourable conduct of Oeor^ 
Herbert, who refnsed to gbare in the cruel 
pastimes of those rude and vicious lads, and 
■corned to betray them ; and who, moreover, 
generously gave np his own pocket-money, 
for three months, to make up his eoasid^ 
share of the damage of that disgraceiU dsy'."' 
Mrs. Herbert closed the letter. 

" What a world of pretty toys mliet te 
here," cried Fanny, with sparkling eyes ; ami 
abe touclied the teia^tiiig-saie^\(n%^n'ij)wt 
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concealed the tareasurea she yet knew she had 
no right to touch. 

" Twenty-five pounds ia too considerable a 
enm to be given for toys, my dear. The mo* 
ney was placed at the disposal of your eldest 
brother : these gifts are all of his ordering," 

" A Tery big print, Dr. Doddridge, fur old 
Mary," said Sophia, unpaoking and reading 
the labels. 

" A ditto Gardener's Directory for James," 
cried Charles, running out with the books into 
the kitchen. 

" A box of colours and drawing materials 
of all kinds, for Cbarlea." 

" Wliat a happy Christmas this is I" cried 
Sophia. 

" This book of prints of birds, so exquisite- 
ly drawn, and so brilliantly coloured, is for 
you, Sophia," said Greorge. " Peacocks, 
eookatoos, jays, and those beautiful pigeons." 

" And the ibis !" exclaimed Sophia. 

" This is the happiest Christmas ever I 
knew, Sophia," said Charles,—" if there bo 
any thing for poor Maurice." 



SS6 DIVSBSION8 OF HOLLYCOT. 

*' A workpboX} with every instmrnent a 
young lady requires, for MLs8 Fanny," said 
George. 

<< Of rosewood, fnamma, good sabatantiai 
rosewood, — and a pink satin lining, O how 
beantifol !" 

Some toys for Harry were next drawn out, 
and a small set of mathematical instmments 
for Boh, which his friend Charles most grate- 
folly received. 

<< Since Bob has got this I have nothing to 
do with grandmamma Harding's half-guinea — 
if I knew what Maurice would like," said 
Charles. Grandmanmm Harding sent each 
of her grandchildren a half-guinea every 
Christmas. 

<< And mine too, Charles,*' cried Sophia^ — 
<< But blind Sosan's duffle doak, — ^no, I can't 
give my money." 

** Nor can I approve of Charles frustratiog 

Mr. Clements' wish to punish his wm^" said 

Mrs. Herbert; « 'tis quite as proper that the 

offending should suffer, as that the deserving 

should be rewarded." 
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" Then I don't know what to do wkh my 
holf'guinea. 1 would like to buy a mathema- 
tical hook for Bob, and soiuetliing for my sis- 
ters, and old James, »ikI Mary, and blind 
Susan, and Giles, and Amy." 

" And the skaits you wished for so." 
" I could go without them this winter yet." 
" Ah a half-guiaea will not do all diis, bny 
what you tliink best, Charles, and bestow as 
your heart and judgment bid yon." 



CHRISTMAS A HOMB — HOLIDAYS. 

" Charley ! Charley, get up I Bob is o 
and your watch is ticking!" cried little Harry 
on Christmas morning, beating hig drum furi- 
ously at Charles's chamber door, 
made it tick." 

" It certainly is s most beautiAil old< 
faahiont^d little gold watch," Charles aai'd, t 
every one agreed with him. It liad been his 
great-uncle Richard's n'atcb, and had been ii 
sea battleti. Sophia fastened a blue ribbon 
chain to It — nary bine. Charles compared it J 
with every watoh and clock in ihp houst-, wod. J 
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vrith old James's in the garden. Fanny asked 
him the hour Beveral times, and ao did Sophia. 
He wore it in church, and reckoned the length 
of the service by it ; hut took care that no One 
ehonld Bee him puil it out, lest he might be 
thought vain of having so beautiful a n'&toh. 
After the service, Mr. Doilsley examined 
some of the young people of his pariah in the 
church, and distributed among them rewards 
of their good condnct. TIte book giv«i to 
Charles, bore, in fair chamctera, " Presented 
to Charles Herbert, for assiduity in his Btu- 
dies, attention to his duties, and general good 
conduct, bt/ his affectionate tutor and pastor, 
William Dodsleyy 

Sophia carried the hook home in triomph. 
Bat even a prize-book and a watch that wiD 
go, cannot charm for ever, 

" There is beautiful See on the mill-pond 

strong ice, mamma," said Charles ; "and G«orge 
has given me his old skaits." 

Charles had lately got many a tumble in 
learning to skmt ; and as his mother was satis- 
fied that the ice -was ftXiOT\^,Va\iaA ^nuiasion 
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to skait fur tn-o hours. As he was setting; out 
for tiie ice, where many of his fi'iends were 
already assembled, he received a note, ad- 
dressed to himself, desiring; him to come 
to the parsonage, and bring with him 
Bob, his mills, and engines, and his Geyser. 
It was hard not to prove the ice, and the 
skaits \ but Charles did not hesitate. A gen- 
tieman he had seen in church was with Mr. 
Dodsley. He examined Bob's various little 
machiues, and called on Bob to explain them ; 
— and awkward as Bub generaUy was, and 
fiigbtened as Charles was for him now, he 
acquitted himself very well in this affair The 
gentleman made him read. This he also did 
very well, though slowly ; and then he wrote 
a few lines so badly, that he candidly sai^ 
" Master Charles did not teach me writing — 
only reailing and spelling." 

" Did this yonng gentleman teach you ?" 
said the stranger, turning quickly round and 
smiling on Charles. Mr. Dodsley related 
the progress of Bob's studies. " 'Pon my 
word, youngster," said the gentleman, smiling 
agsio, and Clurlea now udi^A^ i^an. '\Nikq- 
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Bob vras made to do suma on his slate, eftch 
more difficult than the last — and still the 
stmngtr Kiniled, and said, " 'Pon my word I" 

Charles learoed that this gentleman was 
from some of the great ship-hnilding' docks, 
iiir away beyond London ; and that rf Bob 
could obtain, in another year, a knowledge of 
drawing and geometry, he wonld take him in- 
to his employment — provided Mr. Dodsley 
and Mrs. Herbert then gave Bob a good char- 
acter. The hoys looked at each other. 

" But I cannot teach him," said Charles^— 
" I did not teach him arithmetic I don't 
know these things yet, myself, — I haTe one 
half-guinea — " Charles hesitated. " I Will ask 
my mother." Charles ran home with Bob- 
He placed all his money in his nother'a 
liands. 

" If another year's tuition fit yonr friend for 
such respectable employment, he shall not 
want that Charles. He shall be sent to a good 
school, if his parents agree to it. I am not 
rich, but I will tmst to his honest father, and' 
Jtimaeif, repaying my oAt^ivcws^wt Vmo^wImb- 
eiey can." Cbarles was «-.w«V*^«*l -*i&. 
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gratitude, and he insUtcd on his mother keep- 
ing his money to help. — " Stay, Charles, my 
boy," said Charles's mother ; and Sophia, as 
Bob withdrew, stole close to her brother's 
side. — " I have received since you wont out a 
letter from Captain Harding. He is to visit 
us soon, and perhaps may take you with him." 
Charles became pale; and then his cbeeka 
and brow flushed. He looked anxious, but 
did not speak. His mother put the letter into 
his hand. He gazed on the seal. 

" I am sure Captain Harding is very good- 
natured, said Sophia, in a trembling voice. — 
Captain Suckling, Nelson's uncle, was not very 

" But be was though," said Charles, with 
more energy than good-breeding. " I beg 
your pardon, Sophia, for speaking so rough. 
Though Captain Suckling did not pet little 
Nelson, be was kind. You know, Sophia, 
men cannot be so kind to little boys, as are their 
own mothers and sisters. If you bad been at 
Mr. Dodsley's school, you would hare known 
that. Mamma, you often told n 
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pect great kmdDcss. Captain Suckling g i M I 
Nelson fair-pIuy : and if I get fair-play, bw- 
ther," said Charles, firmly. 

" And yon will, my boy — no fear of that; 
your commander is a man of honour, sbdm, 
and humanity." 

" Then I don't want — I metm 1 don*t care 
for — I wont miss kindnesit." Sophia pressed 
the hand she had tckken, till the nnder 
lip of Charles trembled for an instant,-^' 
" O, Sophia, — my mother — my own mother p)' 
Charles seized his mother's arm, and olung' to 
it. " But I wont cry, mamma," lie said more 
firmly. " I'll go and bnckle on my skaita, as 
I first intended." — Charles left Sophia drown- 
ed in tears. He was himself heard whistliitg 
rather ostentatiously as he climbed the ban- 
nisters, and whistled sallor-wise. — " If 1 goto 
theNorth Pole, we shall have famooB skaiting^," 
he said, in ngain passing out. 

'The excitement of skaiting soon banished 
all feelings but of its own delights, increased 
as these were by the information that Dome 
^hthorpe had prefai\eA-'B'v\,\v\\v6 miller X 
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Bob give up the mil], and be sent to school, 
not to mar his prospects. 

The miller was a steady, lionest Elnglish- 
man. He resolved, since Bob was to go to 
school, to sell one of his horses, and contract 
his business for a time, till he had paid for 
the education of his son. It was only a trifle 
that be consented to accept as a loan " from 
Madam Herbert." He smd what Bob got in 
learning he must not afterwards expect in he- 
ritage ; and that though an ignorant man him- 
self, he knew — 



It was almost dark when Charles, his skuta 
dangling over liis shoulders, came whistling 
along the orchard liedge, in good spirits, and 
very hungry. Sophia, also in good spirits, 
oame running to him without her bonnet. — 
" Charles ! Charles !" she cried, " the Scotch 
boy, and tlio Irish boy, and the Victory !" 

<< My ship ! is she found ?" cried Charles. 
" Is not this a happy ChriMmas?" 



m 
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<< TheiY.re'CQptw^hesr from theg^pgy-boyi 
this morning ; and had a good running fight 
for her. Mr- Ngraian Grordon, the Scotch 
boy, said < he knew she was Mr. George Her- 
bert's little brother's ship.' " 

<< I daresay they took little Harry for me^". 
said Ciiarles, smilmg ; and Sophia smiled too 
aa she passed her arm through that of Charles, 
^e midshipman. *' To fight for myshipi and 
carry her home seven miles, I am sure that 
was Tery kind of the Scotch boy and the Irish 
boy. What can I do for them, Sophia? Have 
I any thing in the world they would like ?" 

<< They are eating a good lunch, and mam- 
ma has ordered the gig to take them home," 
said Sophia. 

Charles had never been half so eloquent in 
his life, as in expressing his gratitude to these 
new friends. He caressed his recovered ahip^ 
and actually embraced it. The Scotch boy 
said nothing ; but the young Irishman ob- 
served, that ^i it was a pleasure to be able to 
Berye the brother of so gentlemanly and ob- 
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liging a school-fellow as Mr. George Her- 

Hatry, and Fanny, and Sophia, were soon 
aU nicely dressed ; the Christmas dinner was 
diffusing its steams through the hoase ; the 
Round Table was leaded with holiday gifts, 
and the hall cleared fur the children's dance, he- 
fore Charles had told or shewn his new friends 
half of what he had to tell and to shew. The gig 
had been announced ; dinner only waited the 
appearance of Mr. Qements and his daughters, 
and he was always punctual. " Stay one mi- 
nnte till mamma is dressed," said Charles, 
running up stjurs to his mother. 

" Well, my boy, you have gut yonr ship; 
what want is working in yonr tell-tale face 

" Mother, I will soon be fer away from 
home, perhaps ; and the Scotch boy, and the 
Irish hny — Mr. Frank Consadine, and Nor- 
man Gordon, mother — they have, in England, 
no fiome.1 nor holidays." 

" My dear Charles, they shall have both 
homes and holidays, if we can malce them^— 
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You are my own good, generouB boy. Come 
with me." Charles followed hia mother into 
the hall. 

" You need not be for ever telling of that 
gig, James," whispered Sophia. " We all 
know it is ready." 

" But we miMi go now," aaid the Scotch hoy, 
Bighing, as he looked round on a home and Ao- 
liday. " Mr. Harley wiU expect ns." 

" I win take your apologies to Mr. Harley 
upon myself," said Mrs. Herbert — " If you 
young gentlemen will do me and my children 
the pleasure of sharing with us the DtVfiB- 
SIONS OP HoLLYCOT for the holidays." 

" I am vastly happy, for one, ma'am," said 
the young Irishman, frankly and gaily i an^ 
he instantly hung up his hat. " I don't think 
Mr. Harley will miss me much — nor M19. 
Harloy in the least, during the holidays." 

" I am Tery glad — I should be very glad 
too," said the other boy, more modestly. His 
eye, Sophia fancied, brushed over " the old 
green jacket, with the sugar-loaf buttooB." 
,^1^ We are all verj glad, I am sure," , 
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eke, blDBhiDg with ingenuous modesty and de- 
light, at this welcome addition to the juvenile 

" O, don't mind your jacket," said Charles, 
taking the arm of Gordon ; " but you may 
brush your clothes, and wash your bands, in 
my closet, if yon like. Mamma does not like 
dandy boys — she likes rough boys best, that 
are not rude in their manners ; and so docs So- 
phia." In the estimation of Charles, this v/oa 
a perfect standard of politeness. 

" Come quick down, Charles," cried Sophia. 
" Don't you hear the carriage with Helen and 
Maria?" A joyful Bliout rung the stall's as 
Charles and his friend rapidly descended. So- 
phia was in the arms of her young and favour- 
ite aunt — " Come to share the Diversions of 
HoLLYcoT, dear aunt Jane," said the happy 
girl, clinging to her aunt. Miss Jane Hard- 
ing glanced her glad, dark eyes beyond the 
small nephew and niece at her knees, to 
George and Charles, both much grown auCQ 
she had last seen them, and to the handsome 
and animated faces of the sti&ngQv ■jqmJ.W, 
1 
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whose name§ Sophia had. whispered in her 
ear. 

" Why, Sophia, with this bright circle of 
the teens, which you have drawn around yon, 
I would have you consign Diversions of 
HoLLYCOT to the nursery, and institute our 
old project of Nights of the Round Table. 
Say — shall we all aid you ? I spy much en- 
tertainment among you,'young representatives 
of three nations, — English — Scotch — Irish. 
Shall we then all help you, Sophia— 

< To raise the Table Rouitd again,' 

in the most desirable way that can now be 
done, by our own winter's fireside ?" 

In all the domestic circles of Merry Eng- 
land, no happier faces could be seen, on this 
Christmas night, than those that encircled 
Mrs. Herbert's fireside. If any thing could 
have increased the general delight, it was to 
see that, on this first Night of the Round 
Table, the lot to tell a story was drawn by ' 
Aunt Jane. 
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Words left blank, in the anecdote entitled 
British Intrepidity and Humanity, 
page 154.* 

(1) crew ; (2) uargo ; (3) endeavouring ; (4) 
harbour; (6) wind; (6) imminent; (7) fate; 
(8)wTetched;(9)9pectatorB;(10)help;(ll) 
perilous; (12) advancing; (13) men; (14) 
rapidity; (15) surrounded; (16) Calais ; (17) 
spray; (18) daring; (19) unfortunate ; (20) 



* Thf adainble method af nuking it (wmpuliar}> mi ths 
pupil, CO read with (be understunding, itutcad gf ibe me- 
mory or the rye, ia not original in thia little walk. It wu 
accidentally leea by tbr lulhor, in a ungle printed sheet pub- 
]i>he<l UMDB time nnce by Mr. Boclhviek Gilchriat, the 
irell-knowii Driental Kholar. How a iikhIb of inRrucIioai 
which hu everything to tccommend it, save perhape Gicility 
and effFct in eihibition, and wbicli n applicable to all Ibd- 
gDBgeH, tatd to pu[nla of every age, should have been over- 
looked or oFglected, it ii oat euy to uy. lit tiluiilM U 
lannot fail to be perceivcJ at fiiit light. 




(distaace ; 21) out ; (22) unfortanate ; (22) 
life ; (23) happily ; (34) laslied ; (25) washed ; 
(26) crew; ;27) reacbed; (28) wreck ; (29) 
tremem ■■ (30) broke; (31) anxious; (32) 
boat ; (34r) shaken ; (35) iin: 
! f%7\ naked. 
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